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POEMS. 


THE  AUTHOR'S   APOLOGY. 

MY  works  are  advertis'd  for  fak, 
And  cenfures  fly  as  thick  as  hail ; 
While  my  poor  fcheme  of  publication 
Supplies  the  dearth  of  converfation. 

What  will  the  World  fay  ?  —  That's  your  cry, 
Who  is  this  World  ?  and  what  am  I  ? 

\ 

Once,  but  thank  heaven,  thofe  days  are  o'er, 
And  perfecution  reigns  no  more,  p/f . 

B  One 


One  man,  one  hardy  man  alone, 

Ufurp'd  the  critic's  vacant  throne, 

And  thence  with  neither  tafte  or  wit, 

By  powerful  catcall  from  the  pit, 

Knock' d  farce,  and  play,  and  aclor  down. 

Who  pafs'd  the  fentence  then  ?  —  the  Town* 

So  now  each  upftart  puny  elf 

Talks  of  the  world,  and  means  himfelf* 

Yet  in  the  circle  there  are  thofe 
Who  hurt  e'en  more  than  open  foes  : 
Whofe  friendfhip  ferves  the  talking  turn, 
Juft  fimmers  to  a  kind  concern, 
And  with  a  wond'rous  foft  expreffion 
Expatiates  upon  indifcretion  ; 
Flies  from  the  Poems  to  the  Man, 
And  gratifies  the  favourite  plan 
To  pull  down  other's  reputation, 
And  build  their  own  on  that  foundation. 

The  Scholar  grave,  of  tafte  difcerning, 
Who  lives  on  credit  for  his  learning, 

And 


C      3      ] 

And  has  no  better  claim  to  wit 

Than  carping  at  what  others  writ, 

With  pitying  kindnefs,  friendly  fear, 

Whifpers  conje&ures  in  your  ear. 

"  I'm  forry  —  and  he's  much  to  blame  — 

"  He  might  have  publifh'd —  but  his  name  ! 

<c  The  thing  might  pleafe  a  few,  no  doubt, 

"  As  handed  privately  about  — 

"  It  might  amufe  a  friend  or  two, 

'*  Some  partial  friend,  like  me  or  you ; 

"  But  when  it  comes  to  prefs  and  print 

"  You'll  find,  I  fear,  but  little  int. 

"  He  ftands  upon  a  dangerous  brink 

"  Who  totters  o'er  the  fea  of  ink, 

"  Where  reputation  runs  aground, 

"  The  author  caft  away,  and  drown'd, 

"  And  then — 'twas  wilful  and  abfurd, 
(So  well  approv'd,  fo  well  preferr'd,) 
Abruptly  thus  a  place  to  quit, 
A  place  which  moft  his  genius  Jiit, 
"  The  theatre  for  Latin  wit ! 

B  2  "  With 
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"  With  critics  round  him  chafte  and  terfe, 
To  give  a  plaudit  to  his  verfe  !." 


cc 


Latin,  I  grant,  fhews  college  breeding, 
And  fome  fchool-common-place  of  reading. 
But  has  in  Moderns  fmall  pretenlion 
To  real  wit  or  ftrong  invention* 
The  excellence  you  critics  praife 
Hangs  on  a  curious  choice  of  phrafe  ^ 
Which  pick'd  and  chofen  here  and  there, 
From  profe  or  verfe,  no  matter  where, 
Jumbled  together  in  a  difh,. 
Like  Spanifh  olio,  fowl,  flefli,  fifhj 
You  fet  the  claffic  hodge-podge  on, 
For  pedant  wits  to  feed  upon, 
Your  wou'd-be  Genii  vainly  feek 
Fame  from  their  Latin  verfe,  or  Greek  £ 
Who  would  for  that  be  moft  admir'd 
Which  blockheads  may,  and  have  accjuir'd*. 
A  mere  mechanical  connexion 
Of  favourite  words,  —  a  bare  collection 
Of  phrafes,  —  where  the  labour'd  cento 
Prefents  you  with  a  dull  memento,  Ho\r 
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How  Virgil,  Horace,  Ovid  join, 
And  club  together  half  a  line. 
Thefe  only  ftrain  their  motley  wits 
In  gathering  patches,  fhreds,  and  bits* 
To  wrap  their  barren  fancies  in, 
And  make  a  claflic  Harlequin* 

—  Were  I  at  once  impower'd  to  fliew 
My  utmoft  vengeance  on  my  foe, 
To  punifh  with  extremeft  rigour, 
I  could  inflidt  no  pennance  bigger 
Than  ufing  him  as  learning's  tool, 
To  make  him  Ufher  of  a  fchooL 
For-,  not  to  dwell  upon  the  toil 
Of  working  on  a  barren  foil, 
And  lab'ring  with  inceffant  pains 
To  cultivate  a  blockhead's  brains, 
The  duties  there  but  ill  befit 
The  love  of  letters,  arts,  or  wit. 
For  whofoe'er,  tho'  flightly,.  fips 
Their  grateful  flavour  with  his  lips, 
Will  find  it  leave  a  fmatch  behind,. 
Shall  fink  fo  deeply  in  the  mind,  It 
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It  never  thence  can  be  eras'd  — 
But,  rifing  up,  you  call  it  Tafte. 

'  ;?  vol:  ..       '  •  iJi  -([::->  sbriT 

'Twere  fooliflh.  for  a  drudge  to  chufe 
A  gufto,  which  he  cannot  ufe. 
Better  difcard  the  idle  whim, 
What's  He  to  Tafte  f  or  Tafle  to  Him  ? 
For  me,  it  hurts  me  to  the  foul 
To  brook  confinement  or  controul ; 
Still  to  be  pinion'd  down  to  teach 
The  fyntax,  and  the  parts  of  fpeech  ; 
Or,  what  perhaps  is  drudging  worfe, 
The  links,  and  joints,  and  rules  of  verfe  ; 
To  deal  out  authors  by  retail, 
Like  penny  pots  of  Oxford  ale  ; 
—  Oh !  'tis  a  fervice  irkfome  more 
Than  tugging  at  the  flavifh  oar. 

Yet  fuch  his  talk,  a  difmal  truth, 
Who  watches  o'er  the  bent  of  youth  ; 
And  while,  a  paltry  ftipend  earning, 
He  fows  the  richeft  feeds  of  learning, 

And 
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And  tills  their  minds  with  proper  care, 
And  fees  them  their  due  produce  bear, 
No  joys,  alas !  his  toil  beguile, 
His  own  lies  fallow  all  the  while. 

SF 

"  Yet  ftill  he's  in  the  road,  you  lay, 
"  Of  learning."  —  Why,  perhaps,  he  may. 
But  turns  like  horfes  in  a  mill, 
Nor  getting  on,  nor  ftanding  ftill : 
For  little  way  his  learning  reaches, 
Who  reads  no  more  than  what  he  teaches* 

"  Yet  you  can  fend  adventurous  youth, 
"  In  fearch  of  letters,  tafte,  and  truth, 
cc  Who  ride  the  highway  road  to  knowlege 
"  Through  the  plain  turnpikes  of  a  college.77 
True.  — Like  way-pofts,  we  ferve  to  fliew 
The  road  which  travellers  fhou'd  go  ; 
Who  jog  along  in  eafy  pace, 
Secure  of  coming  to  the  place, 
Yet  find,  return  whene'er  they  will, 
The  Poftj  and  its  diredion  ftill  : 

Which 
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Which  ftands  an  ufeful  unthank'd  guide, 
To  many  a  paflenger  befide. 

"Pis  hard  to  carve  for  others  meat, 
And  not  have  time  one's  felf  to  eat. 
Tho',  be  it  always  underftood, 
Our  appetites  are  full  as  good. 

<c  But  there  have  been,  and  proofs  appear, 
*c  Who  bore  this  load  from  year  to  year  ; 
"  Whofe  claim  to  letters,  parts,  and  wit, 
"  The  world  has  ne'er  difputed  yet. 
"  Whether  the  flowing  mirth  prevail 
"  In  Wejley\  fong  or  humorous  tale  ; 
"  Or  happier  Bournes  expreflion  pleafe 
"  With  graceful  turns  of  claflic  eafe  ; 
"  Or  Oxford's  well-read  poet  lings 
"  Pathetic  to  the  ear  of  kings : 
"  Thefe  have  indulg'd  the  mufe's  flight, 
"  Nor  loft  their  time  or  credit  by't ; 
"  Nor  fufFer'd  fancy's  dreams  to  prey 

**  On  the  due  buiinefs  of  the  day. 

' 

«  yerfe 
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"  Verfe  was  to  them  a  recreation 
"  Us'd  but  by  way  of  relaxation." 

dbiiq  2  stul£fi  luo  "bn^"  €5Dnsb 
Your  inftances  are  Fair  and  true, 
And  genius  I  refpecl  with  you. 
I  envy  none  their  honeft  praife ; 
I  feek  to  blaft  no  fcholar's  bays  i 
Still  let  the  graceful  foliage  fpread 
Its  greeneft  honours  round  their  head, 
Bleft,  if  the  Mufes'  hand  entwine 
A  fprig  at  leaft  to  circle  mine ! 

Come,  —  I  admit,  you  tax  me  right. 
Prudence,  'tis  true,  was  out  of  fight, 
And  you  may  whifper  all  you  meet, 
The  man  was  vague  and  indifcreet. 
Yet  tell  me,  while  you  cenfure  me, 
Are  you  from  error  found  and  free  ? 
Say,  does  your  breaft  no  bias  hide, 
Whofe  influence  draws  the  mind  afide  ? 

All  have  their  hobby-horfe,  you  fee, 
From  Triftram  down  to  you  and  me. 

C  Ambition, 
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Ambition,  (plendour,  may  be  thine  j 

Eafe,  indolence,  perhaps,   are  mine. 

Though  prudence,  and  our  nature's  pride 

May  wifh  our  weaknefles  to  hide,  ,s  g^Docilni  itroY 

And  fet  their  hedges  up  before  'em, 

Some  fprouts  will  branch*  and  ftraggte  o'er  'emv 

Strive,  fight  againft  her  how  you  willji  ftfJd  o~3  da 

Nature  will  be  the  miftrefs.  ftill>    ii/boinrg  scfa  -iol  lib! 

And  though  you  curb  with  double  rein, 

She'll  run  away  with  us  again. 

!  solco  abib  of  fbs^I  ^  ^nqi  A 
But  let  a  man  of  parts  be  wrong^ 
'Tis  triumph  to  the  leaden  throng, 
The  fools  (hall  cackle  out  reproof,. 
The  very  afs  fliall  raife  his  hoof  j 
And  he  who  holds  in  his  pofleffion, 
The  fingle  virtue  of  difcretion, 
Who  knows  no  overflow  of  fpirit, 
Whofe  want  of  paffions  is  his  merit, 
Whom  wit  and  tafte  and  judgment  flies, 
Shall  fliake  his  noddle,  andfeem  wife. 

PART 
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PART     OF     HOME  R'S 

HYMN     TO     APOLLO. 

.tonrT^oti  eifc-.c'j?.<-f  >nijoel  ^:>h  bn,' 
Tranflated  from  the  Greek. 

GOD  of  the  Bow  !  Apollo,  thee  I  fing  ; 
Thee,  as  thou  draw'ft  amain  the  founding  firing, 
Th'  immortal  pow'rs  revere  with  homage  low, 
And  ev'ry  godhead  trembles  at  thy  bow, 
All  but  Latona :  She  with  mighty  Jove 
Eyes  thee  with  all  a  tender  parent's  love ; 
Clofes  thy  quiver,  thy  tough  bow  unbends, 
And  high  amid  th'  ^ethereal  dome  fufpends, 
Then  fmiling  leads  thee,  her  all-glorious  fon, 
To  {hare  the  mighty  Thunderer's  awful  throne. 
Goblets  of  ne&ar  thy  glad  fire  prepares, 
And  thee,   his  faireft,  noblefi  fon  declares ; 
While  ^v'ry  god  fits  rapt,  Latona's  breaft 
Beats  with  fuperior  joy,  and  hails  her  fon  confeft. 

C  2  Thrice 
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Thrice  bleft  Latona  !  from  thee,  Goddefs,  fprung 
Diana  chafte,  and  Phoebus  ever-young  : 
*  Her  in  Ortygia's  hie,  and  Him  you  bore 
At  Cynthius'  hill  on  Delos'  fea-girt  fhore, 
Where  the  tall  palm  uprears  its  lovely  head, 
And  clear  Inopus  laves  the  flow'ry  mead. 

O  Phoebus,  where  fhall  I  begin  thy  praife  ? 
Well  can'ft  thou  rule  the  poet's  artlefs  lays* 
Oft  on  the  craggy  rock,  or  mountain  hore, 
By  river-fide,  or  on  the  fea's  hoarfe  fhore, 
Wand'ring  well-pleas'd,  with  mufic's  magic  found, 
And  airs  divine,   thou  charm'ft  the  region  round. 
Say,  fhall  I  fing  how  firft  on  Delos'  fhore 
Thee,  glorious  progeny,  Latona  bore  -f  ? 
How  firft,  from  other  ifles,  befet  with  grief, 
In  vain  thy  tortur'd  mother  fought  relief. 
Each  to  her  out-caft  woe  denied  abode, 

-     Nor  durfl  one  ifle  receive  the  future  god. 

At 

*  Delos  and  Ortygia  are  mentioned  as  different  Iflands  in  the  Original. 

f  Here  feveral  verfes  containing  nothing  but  a  mere  lift  of  the  names 
of  iflands  are  omitted. 
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At  length  to  Delos  came  the  lab'ring  fair, 
And  fuppliant  thus  befought  her  needful  care. 

:-w  &$O  ^ilgrm  ori'J 

Delos  1  receive  Apollo,  and  O  !  raife 
A  glorious  temple  to  record  his  praife  ! 
Then  fhall  He  govern  thee  with  gentle  fway, 
And  only  Phoebus  fhall  thine  ifle  obepiron  o*  faao: 
What  though  no  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  juicy  vine, 
Nor  plants  of  thoufand  natures  (hall  be  thine, 
Swift  to  the  temple  of  the  Bowyer-king  *, 
Oblations  rich  fhall  ev'ry  nation  bring  j-iljs  * 
For  ever  from  thy  altars  fhall  arife 
The  fragrant  incenfe  of  burnt-facrifice* 
No  longer  then  regret  thy  barren  foiljior- 
Receive  the  God,  and  live  by  other's  toil  J   j.f/jit? 

/jfti  h?jl£{i  fm  pS'^w  si/tl'^aijSgnr/Iq  bnA 

She  fpake  :  with  inward  rapture  Delos  fmil'd, 
And.  footh'd  the  fuppliant  pow'r  with  anfwer  mild- 
s&  -  361^(1  -if^rfl  n;*;m    ahd  orb  ri  /j'zrif^rlW 


Latona  !  mighty  Caeus'  daughter  fair, 


Full  willingly  wou'd  Delos  eafe  thy  care, 

Full 

*  Sawyer-king   and   Bowyer-god  are  expreffions  frequently  ufed  by 
Dryden,  in  his  verfion  of  the  firft  Iliad,  to  fignify  ApoPo. 
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Full  willingly  behold  her  barren  earth 
Witnefs  the  glories: of  Apollo's  birth  : 
The  mighty  God  wou'd  raife  my  lowly  name, 
And  confecrate  his  native  ifle  to  fame. 
One  fear  alone  diftracts  my  beating  heart ; 
That  fear,  O  Goddefs,  lift  while  I  impart. 
Second  to  none  amid  th'  aethereal  flues, 
Apollo  foon  all  terrible  {hall  rife  : 
All  nations  fhall  adore  the  mighty  God, 
And  kings  and  kingdoms  tremble  at  his  nod. 
Haply  (for  ah !  dire  fears  my  foul  infeft, 
And  fill  with  horror  my  tumultuous  breaft) 
Soon  as  the  glorious  Godhead  fhall  be  born, 
My  defert  region  will  he  view  with  fcorn, 
Indignant  fpurn  me,  curfe  my  barren  foil, 
And  plunge  into  the  waves  my  hated  ifle. 
Triumphant  then  to  happier  climes  remove, 
There  fix  his  flirine,  plant  there  his  facred  grove. 
Whelm'd  in  the  briny  main  fhall  Delos  lay, 
To  all  the  finny  brood  a  wretched  prey. 
But,  O  Latona  !  if,  to  quell  my  fear, 
You'll  deign  a  folemn  facred  oath  to  fwear, 

That 
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That  here  the  God  his  glorious  feat  fhali  hold* 
And  here  his  fapient  oracles  unfold, 
Your  facred  burthen  here,  Latona,  layy:'../i  n 
Here  view  the  Godhead  burfting  into  day,. 

gnnql  oj  L'moob  <j>w  ^nicl  g'aiiclsJ  moil  tailT 
Thus  Delos  pray 'dy.  nor  was  her  pray T  denied, 
But  foori  with  folemn,  vows  thus:  ratified  :  ipbk 
Witnefs  O  heaven  and  earth  !  O  Stygian  lake ! 
Dire  adjuration,  'that ho  God  may  break! 
In  Delos  (hall  Apollo's  fhrine  be  rear'dj 
Delos,  his  beft  belov'd,  moft  honoured,  moft  rever'd. 
.  .Ifi3;£u.,ariiji  ti jjfe  wiL> /iphioido •-, a  ib;W 
Thus  vow'd  Latona :  Delos  haiFd  her  earth 
Bleft  in  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth. 
Nine  haplefs.  days  and  nights,,  with  writhing  throes, 
And  all  the  anguifh  of  a  mother's  woes, 
Latona  tortur'd  lay  ;  in  forrowing  mood, 
Around  her  many  a  fifter-goddefs  ftood* 
Aloft  in  heaven  imperial  Juno  fat, 
And  view'd  relentlefs  her  unhappy  fate. 
Lucina  too,  the  kind  affuaging  pow'r 
That  tends  the  lab'ring  mother's  child-bed  hour, 

And 
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And  mitigates  her  woes,  in  golden  clouds 

High  on  Olympus'  top  the  Goddefs  fhrouds. 

Her  large  full  eyes  with  indignation  roll, 

And  livid  envy  feiz'd  her  haughty  foul,: : 

That  from  Latona's  loins  was  doom'd  to  ipring 

So  great  a  Ton,  the  mighty  Bowyer-king. 

The  milder  pow'rs,  that  near  the  lab'ring  fair 

View'd  all  her  pangs  with  unavailing  care, 

Fair  Iris  fent,  the  many  colour'd  maid, 

To  gain  with  goodly  gifts  Lucina's  aid. 

But  charg'd  her  heed,  left  Juno  jfhou'd  prevent , 

With  prohibition  dire  their  kind  intent. 

Fleet  as  the  winged  winds,  the  flying  fair 

With  nimble  pinion  cut  the  liquid  air. 

Olympus  gain'd,  apart  me  call'd  the  maid, 

Then  fought  with  many  a  pray'r  her  needful  aid, 

And  mov'd  her  foul :  when  foon  with  dove-like  pace 

Swiftly  they  meafur'd  back  the  viewlefs  airy  fpace. 

Soon  as  to  Delos'  ifle  Lucina  came 
The  pangs  of  travail  feiz'd  Latona's  frame. 

Her 


It  *<?  3 

Her  twining  arms  flic  threw  the  palni  around, 
And  preft  with  deep^indented  knee  the  ground  : 
Then  into  day  fprung  forth  the  jolly  boy,  XTiJ 
Earth  fimTd  beneath,  -and  heaven  rang  with  joy. 

rfc3nkfi  suohofo  eolpCI  collcoA  rljivr  bV.] 
The  Sifter  POWTS  that  round  Latona  flood 
With  chafte  ablutions  cleans'd  the  infant-god. 
His  lovely  limbs  in  m&fttle  white  they  bound, 
And  gently  drew  a  golden  fwathe  around. 
He  hung  not  helplefs  at  his  mothers  breaft, 
But  Themis  fed  him  with  an  heavenly  feaft. 
Pleas'd  while  Latoiia  views  the  heavenly  boy, 
And  fondly  glows  with  all  a  mother's  joyy 
The  lufty  babe,  ftrong  with  ambrofial  food, 
In  vain  their  bonds  or  golden  fwathes  withftood, 
Bonds,  fwathes,  and  ligaments  v/ith  eafe  he  broke, 
And  thus  the  wondring  Deities  befpoke  ; 
"  The  lyre,  and  founding  bow,  and  to  declare 
cc  The  Thund'rer's  counfels,  be  Apollo's  care  !" 


He  fpake  ;  and  onwards  all  majeftic  ftrode  ; 
The  Queens  of  Heaven  awe-ftruck  view'd  the  God. 

D  Delos 


Delos  beheld  him  with  a  tender  fmile, 

And  hail'd,  enrich'd  with  gold,  her  happy  ifle  j 

Her  happy  ifle,  Apollo's  native  feat, 

His  facred  haunt,  his  beft-belov'd  retreat. 

Grac'd  with  Apollo,  Delos  glorious  fhines, 

As  the  tall  mountain  crown'd  with  ftately  pines. 

-  . bo?]~jri3 ;f i -^^^^yi^-r^^flfHrfcljflHfb  Hlf Ar 
Now  Aony  Cynthus  wou'd  the  God  afcend, 
And  now  his  courfe  to  various  iflands  bend.   -^  | 
Full  many  a  fane,  and  rock,  and  lhady  grove, 
River,  and  mountain,  did  Apollo  love  ; ;  fino 
But  chiefly  Delos :  The  lonians  there,  yli-i 
With  their  chafte  wives  and  prattling  babes,  repair. 
There  gladly  celebrate  Apollo's  name 
With  many  a  folemn  rite  and  facred  game ;         /  n{ 
The  jolly  dance,  and  holy  hyfrin  prepare, 
And  with  the  Caeftus  urge  the  manly  war. 
If,  when  their  facred  feaft  th'  lonians  hold, 
Tjieir  gallant  fports  a  ftranger  fhou'd  behold, 
View  the  ftrong  nerves  the  brawny  chiefs  that  brace, 
Or  eye  the  fofter  charms  of  female  grace, 

Then 


Then  mark  their  riches  of  a  thoufand  kinds, -JloilW 

And  their  tall  (hips  bom  fwift  before  the  winds, 

So  goodly  to  the  fight  wou'd  all  appear. 

The  fair  aflembly  Gods  he  wou'd  declare. 

There  too  the  Delian  Virgins,  beauteous  choir, 

Apollo's  handmaids,  wake  the  living  lyre ; 

To  Phoebus  firft  they  confecrate  the  lays, 

Latona  then  and  chafte  Diana  praife, 

Then  heroes  old,  and  matrons  chafte  rehearfe, 

And  footh  the  raptur'd  heart  with  facred  verfe. 

Each  voice,  the  Delian  maids,  each  human  found 

With  apteft  imitation  fweet  refound  : 

Their  tongues  fo  juftly  tune  with  accents  new, 

That  none  the  falfe  diftinguifh  from  the  true. 

Latona  !  Phoebus  !  Dian,  lovely  fair  f 
Bleft  Delian  nymphs,  Apollo's  chiefeft  care, 
All  hail  1  and  O  with  praife  your  poet  crown, 
Nor  all  his  labours  in  oblivion  drown ! 
If  haply  fome  poor  pilgrim  fhall  enquire, 
<c  O,  virgins,  who  moft  fkilful  fmites  the  lyre  ? 

D  2  "  Whofe 
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"  Whofe  lofty  verfe  in  fweeteft  defcant  rolls, 
"  And  charms  to  extafy  the  hearers  fouls  ?" 
O  anfwer,  a  blind  bard  in  Chios  dwells, 
In  all  the  arts  of  verfe  who  far  excells. 
Then  o'er  the  earth  fhall  fpread  my  glorious  fame, 
And  diftant  Nations  fhall  record  my  name. 
But  Phoebus  never  will  I  ceafe  to  fing, 
Latona's  noble  fon,  the  mighty  Bowyer-king. 

Thee  JLrycia  and  Maeonia,  thee,  great  Pow'r, 
The  bleft  Miletus'  habitants  adore ; 
But  thy  lov'd  haunt  is  fea-girt  Delos'  fhore. 


Now  Pytho's  ftony  foil  Apollo  treads, 
And  all  around  ambrofial  fragrance  fried  s, 
Then  ftrikes  with  matchlefs  art  the  golden  firings, 
And  ev'ry  hill  with  heavenly  mufack  rings. 

cav<io-;j  Jwj  iuo'(  3ih':q  dliwQ  bfir;   !  i;r;;{  [{& 

Olympus  now  and  the  divine  abodes 
Glorious  he  feeks,  and  mixes  with  the  Gods. 
Each  heavenly  bofom  pants  with  fond  defirc'  1 7 
To  hear  the  lofty  verfe  and  golden  lyre. 

Drawn 


Drawn  by  the  magic  found,  the  Virgin-Nine 

With  warblings  fweet  the  facred  minftrel  join  : 

. 

Now  with  glad  heart,  loud  voice,  and  jocund  lays 
Full  fweetly  carol  bounteous  heaven's  praife  ; 
And  now  in  dirges  fad,  and  numbers  flow 
Relate  the  piteous  tale  of  human  woe ; 
Woe,  by  the  Gods  on  wretched  mortals  caft, 
Who  vainly  fhun  affliction's  wintry  blaft, 
And  all  in  vain  attempt  with  fond  delay 
Death's  certain  fhaft  to  ward,  or  chafe  old  age  away. 

The  Graces  there,  and  fmiling  Hours  are  feen, 
And  Cytherea,  laughter-loving  queen, 
And  Harmony,  and  Hebe,  lovely  band, 
To  fprightlieft  meafures  dancing  hand  in  hand. 
There,. of  no  common  port  or  vulgar  mien, 
With  heavenly  radiance,  fhines  the  Huntrefs-Queen, 
Warbles  refponfive  to  the  golden  lyre, 
Tunes  her  glad  notes,  and  joins  the  virgin  choir. 
There  Mars  and  Mercury  with  awkward  play, 
And  uncouth  gambols,  wafte  the  live-long  day* 

There 


There  as  Apollo  moves  with  graceful  pace 
A  thoufand  glories  play  around  his  face  ; 
In  fplendor  dreft  he  joins  the  feftive  band, 
And  fvveeps  the  golden  lyre  with  magic  hand. 
Mean  while,   Latona  and  imperial  Jove 
Eye  the  bright  Godhead  with  parental  love ; 
And,  as  the  Deities  around  him  play, 
Well  pleas'd  his  goodly  mien  and  awful  port  furvey 


*  The  tranflator,  when  he  begun  this  piece,  had  fome  thoughts  of 
giving  a  complete  Englifh  verfion  of  all  Homer's  Hymns,  being  the 
only  parts  of  his  works  never  yet  tranQated  ;  but  (to  fay  nothing  of  his 
opinion  of  this  fpecimen  of  his  tranflation)  fearing  that  this  fpecies  of 
poetry,  though  it  has  its  beauties,  and  does  not  want  admirers  among 
the  learned,  would  appear  far  lefs  agreeable  to  the  mere  Englifh  reader, 
he  defifted.  They,  who  would  form  the  jufteft  idea  of  this  fort  of 
composition  among  the  ancients,  may  be  better  informed,  by  perufing 
Dr.  Akenfide's  moft  claflical  Hymn  to  the  Naiads,  than  from  any 
tranflation  of  Homer  or  Callimachus. 


T  O 


About  to  publiflht  a  volume  of  Mifcellanies. 

Written  in  the  year  1755, 

SINCE  now,  all  fcruples  caft  away, 
Your  works  are  rifing  into  day, 
Forgive,  though  I  prefume  to  fend 
This  honeft  counfel  of  a  friend. 

Let  not  your  verfe,  as  verfe  now  goes, 
Be  a  ftrange  kind  of  meafur'd  profe ; 
Nor  let  your  profe,  which  {lire  is  worfe, 
Want  nought  but  meafure  to  be  verfe. 
Write  from  your  own  imagination, 
Nor  curb  your  Mufe  by  Imitation  : 
For  copies  fhew,  howe'er  expreft, 
A  barren  genius  at  the  beft, 
—  But  Imitation's  all  the  mode  — 
Yet  where  one  hits,  ten  mifs  the  road. 

The  mimic  bard  with  pleafure  fees 

Mat.  Prior's  unaffected  eafe  : 

Aflumes 
'in  i 
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Affumes  his  ftyle,  affe&s  a  ftory, 

Sets  every  circumftance  before  ye, 

The  day,  the  hour,  the  name,  the  dwelling, 

And  mars  a  curious  tale  in  telling  : 

Obferves  how  eafy  Prior  flows, 

Then  runs  his  numbers  down  to  profe. 


Others  have  fought  the  filthy  ftew& 
To  find  a  dirty  flip-fhod  Mufe. 
Their  groping  genius,  while  it  rakes 
The  bogs,  the  common-few'rs,  and  jakes, 
Ordure  and  filth  in  rhyme  expofes, 
Difguftful  to  our  eyes  and  nofes  j 
With  many  a  dafh-  —  that  muft  offend  us, 
And  much     ********* 


*****     Hiatus  non  deflendus. 
O  Swift  !  how  wouldft  thou  blufh  to  fee, 
Such  are  the  bards  who  copy  Thee  ? 


This  Milton  for  his  plan  will  chufe  : 
Wherein  refembling  Mikon's  Mufe  ? 

This 


Milton,  like  thunder,  rolls  along 
In  all  the  majefly  of  fong  ; 
While  his  low  mimics  meanly  creep, 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afleep  : 
Or,  if  their  thunder  chance  to  roll, 
"Pis  thunder  of  the  muftard  bowL 
The  ftiff  expreflion,  phrafes  ftrange, 
The  epithet's  prepofterous  change, 
Forc'd  numbers,  rough  and  unpolite, 
Such  as  the  judging  ear  affright, 
Stop  in  mid  verfe.     Ye  mimics  vile  ! 
Is't  thus  ye  copy  Milton's  ftyle  ? 
His  faults  religioufly  you  trace, 
But  borrow  not  a  fingle  grace. 


How  few,  (fay,  whence  can  it  proceed  ?) 
Who  copy  Milton,  e'er  fucceedJ 
But  all  their  labours  are  in  vain : 
And  wherefore  fo  ?  —  The  reafon's  plain. 
Take  it  for  granted,   'tis  by  thofe 
Milton's  the  model  moftly  chofe, 
Who  can't  write  verfe,  and  won't  write  profe. 

E  Others, 

r*T  ^ 
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Others,  who  aim  at  fancy,  chule 
To  wooe  the  gentle  Spenfer's  Mufe. 
This  poet  fixes  for  his  theme 
An  allegory,  or  a  dream  ; 
Fi&ioirand  truth  together  joins 
Through  a  long  wafte  of  flirnfy  lines  ; 
Fondly  believes  his  fancy  glows, 
And  image  upon  image  grows  ; 
Thinks  his  ftrong  Mufe  takes  wond'rous  flights, 
Whene'er  fhe  lings  of  peerlefs  wights, 
Of  dens,  of  palfreys^  fpells  and  knights  : 
'Till  allegory,  Spenfer's  veil 
T'  inftrud  and  pleafe  in  moral  tale, 
With  him's  no  veil  the  .truth  to  fhroud, 
But  one  impenetrable  cloud. 


Others,  more  daring,  fix  their  hope 
On  rivaling  the  fame  of  Pope. 
Satyr's  the  word,  againft  the  times  — 
Thefe  catch  the  cadence  of  his  rhymes, 
And  borne  from  earth  by  Pope's  ftrong  wings, 
Their  Mufe  afpires,  and  boldly  flings 
Her  dirt  up  in  the  face  of  kings. 

In 


In  thefe  the  fpleen  of  Pope  we  find  ; 

But  where  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind  ? 

'"I"1  *"•*  I  *~*  f"r 
His  numbers  are  their  whole  pretence, 

Mere  ftrangers  to  his  manly  fenfe. 

fi^lj:^' :o  Llo  ^rrr.  :^r.  1  ViJA-c     J\ 
Some  few,  the  fav'rites  of  the  Mufe, 
Whom  with  her  kindeft  eye  fhe  views ; 
Round  whom  Apollo's  brighteft  rays 
Shine  forth  with  undiminifh'd  blaze ; 
Some  few,  my  friend,  have  fweetly  trod 
In  Imitation's  dangerous  road. 
Long  as  Tobacco's  mild  perfume 
Shall  fcent  each  happy  curate's  room, 
Oft  as  in  elbow-chair  he  fmokes, 
And  quaffs  his  ale,  and  cracks  his  jokes, 
So  long,  O  *  Brown,  fhall  laft  thy  praife, 
Crown'd  with  Tobacco-leaf  for  bays ; 
And  whofoe'er  thy  verfe  fhall  fee, 
Shall  fill  another  Pipe  to  thee. 

E  2  E  P  I  S- 

*  Ifaac  Hawkins  Brown,  Efq.  author  of  a  piece  calPd  the  Pipe  of 
Tobacco,  a  moft  excellent  imitation  of  fix  different  authors. 


EPISTLE    to   J.  B.  Efq.    1757. 

'»'"*'  ci> 

AGAIN  I  urge  my  old  objedUon, 
That  modern  rules  obftrucl:  perfection, 
And  the  feverity  of  Tafte 
Has  laid  the  walk  of  genius  wafte. 
Fancy's  a  flight  we  deal  no  more  in, 
Our  authors  creep  inftead  of  foaring, 
And  all  the  brave  imagination 
Is  dwindled  into  declamation. 

But  ftill  you  cry  in  fober  fadnefs, 
"  There  is  difcretion  e'en  in  madnefs." 
A  pithy  fentence,  which  wants  credit  \ 
Becaufe  I  find  a  poet  faid  it : 
Their  verdict  makes  but  fmall  imprefllon, 
Who  are  known  liars  by  profeflion. 
Rife  what  exalted  flights  it  will, 
True  genius  will  be  genius  ftill ; 

And 


And  fay,  that  horfe  wou'd  you  prefer, 
Which  wants  a  bridle  or  a  fpur  ? 
The  mettled  fteed  may  lofe  his  tricks ; 
The  jade  grows  callous  to  your  kicks. 

Had  Shakefpeare  crept  by  modern  rules. 
We'd  loft  his  Witches,  Fairies,  Fools : 
Inftead  of  all  that  wild  creation, 
He'd  form'd  a  regular  plantation, 
A  garden  trim,  and  all  inclos'd, 
In  niceft  fymmetry  difpos'd, 
The  hedges  cut  in  proper  order, 
Nor  e'en  a  branch  beyond  the  border  i 
Now  like  a  foreft  he  appears,. 
The  growth  of  twice  three  hundred  years, 
Where  many  a  tree  afpiring  fhrouds 
Its  airy  fummit  in  the  clouds, 
While  round  its  root  ftill  love  to  twine 
The  ivy  or  wild  eglantine. 

"  But  Shakefpeare's  all-creative  fancy 
"'  Made  others  love  extravagancy, 

"  While 
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"  While  cloud-capt  nonfenfe  was  their  aim, 
"  Like  Hurlothrurnbo's  mad  lord  Flame." 
True  —  who  can  ftop  dull  imitators? 
Thofe  younger  brothers  of  tranflators, 
Thofe  infects,  which  from  genius  rife, 
And  buzz  about,  in  fwarms,  like  flies? 
Fafhion,  that  fets  the  modes  of  drefs, 
Sheds  too  her  influence  o'er  the  prefs : 
As  formerly  the  fons  of  rhyme 
Sought  Shakefpeare's  fancy  and  fublime, 
By  cool  corre&nefs  now  they  hope 
To  emulate  the  praife  of  Pope. 
But  Pope  and  Shakeipeare  both  difclaim 
Thefe  low  retainers  to  their  fame. 

•>.       '•  -     "  •  '    r     '  •  •    •'•'      '  i  '  J      )i       \ 

What  tafk  can  dulnefs  e'er  affecl: 
So  eafy,  as  to  write  correEl  ? 
Poets,  'tis  faid,  are  fure  to  fplit 
By  too  much  or  too  little  wit ; 
So,  to  avoid  th'  extremes  of  either, 
They  mifs  their  mark  and  follow  neither; 

They 
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They  fo  exactly  poife  the  fcale 

That  neither  meafure  will  prevail, 

And  mediocrity  the  Mufe 

Did  never  in  her  fons  excufe. 

'Tis  true,  their  tawdry  works  are  grac'd 

With  all  the  charms  of  modern  tafte, 

And  every  fenfelefs  line  is  dreft 

In  quaint  expreflion's  tinfel  veil. 

Say  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 

A  monfieur-barber  in  the  ftreet, 

Whofe  ruffle,  as  it  lank  depends,. 

And  dangles  o'er  his  fingers'  ends, 

His  olive-tan' d  complexion  graces 

With  little  dabs  of  Drefden  laces, 

While  for  the  body  Monfieur  Puff, 

Wou'd  think  e'en  dowlas  fine  enough  ? 

So  fares  it  with  our  men  of  rhymes, 

Sweet  tinklers  of  poetic  chimes. 

For  lace,  and  fringe,  and  tawdry  cloaths,, 

Sure  never  yet  were  greater  beaux ; 

But  fairly  ftrip  them  to  the  fliirt, 

They're  all  made  up  of  rags  and  dirt. 

And 
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And  fliall  thefe  wretches  bards  commence 
Without  or  fpirit,  tafte,  or  fenfe  ? 
And  when  they  bring  no  other  treafure, 
Shall  I  admire  them  for  their  meafure  ? 
Or  do  I  fcorn  the  critic's  rules 
Becaufe  I  will  not  learn  of  fools  ? 
Although  Longinus'  full-mouth'd  profe 
With  all  the  force  of  genius  glows  ; 
Though  Dionyfius'  learned  tafte 
Is  ever  manly,  juft,  and  chafte, 
Who,  like  a  fkilful  wife  phyfician, 
Diflects  each  part  of  composition, 
And  {hews  how  beauty  ftrikes  the  foul 
From  a  juft  compact  of  the  whole  ; 
Though  judgment,  in  Quintilian's  page, 
Holds  forth  her  lamp  for  ev'ry  age  ; 
Yet  Hypercritics  I  difdain, 
A  race  of  blockheads  dull  and  vain, 
And  laugh  at  all  thofe  empty  fools, 
Who  cramp  a  genius  with  dull  rules, 
And  what  their  narrow  fcience  mocks 
Damn  with  the  name  of  Het'rodox. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  butchers  of  a  poet's  fame 
While  they  ufurp  the  critic's  name, 
Cry —  "  This  is  tafte  —  that's  my  opinion," 
And  poets  dread  their  mock  dominion. 

So  have  you  feen  with  dire  affright, 
The  petty  monarch  of  the  night, 
Seated  aloft  in  elbow  chair, 
Command  the  prifoners  to  appear, 
Harangue  an  hour  on  watchmen's  praife, 
And  on  the  dire  effecl:  of  frays ; 
Then  cry,    "  You'll  fuffer  for  your  daring, 
"  And  d — n  you,  you  fhall  pay  for  fwearing. 
Then  turning  tell  th'  aftonifh'd  ring, 
I  fit  to  reprefent  the  KING. 


THE 
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The  HARE  and  TORTOISE,  1757. 


A         FABLE. 

GENIUS,  bleft  term,  of  meaning  wide, 
For  fure  no  term  fo  mifapply'd, 
How  many  bear  thy  facred  name, 
That  never  felt  a  real  flame ! 
Proud  of  the  Ipecious  appellation, 
Thus  fools  have  chriften'd  inclination. 

But  yet  fuppofe  a  genius  true, 
Exempli  gratia,  me  or  you : 
Whate'er  he  tries  with  due  attention, 
Rarely  efcapes  his  apprehenfion  ; 
Surmounting  ev'ry  oppofition, 
You'd  fwear  he  learnt  by  intuition. 
Shou'd  he  rely  alone  on  parts, 
And  ftudy  therefore  but  by  ftarts  ? 
Sure  of  fuccefs  whene'er  he  tries, 
Should  he  forego  the  means  to  rife  ? 

Suppofe 
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Suppofe  your  watch  a  Graham  make, 
Gold,  if  you  will,  for  value  fake ; 
Its  iprings  within  in  order  due, 
No  watch,  when  going,  goes  fo  true ; 
If  ne'er  wound  up  with  proper  care, 
What  fervice  is  it  in  the  wear  ? 

Some  genial  fpark  of  Phoebus'  rays, 
Perhaps  within  your  bofom  plays  : 

0  how  the  purer  rays  afpire, 
If  Application  fans  the  fire ! 
Without  it  Genius  vainly  tries, 
Howe'er  fometimes  it  feems  to  rife  : 
Nay  Application  will  prevail, 
When  braggart  parts  and  Genius  fail : 
And  now  to  lay  my  proof  before  ye, 

1  here  prefent  you  with  a  ftory. 

.'.  vi  CC£LT»JjlD  ..  J.Ii.    ,.'-. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  time  was  young, 
When  birds  conversed  as  well  as  fung, 
When  ufe  of  fpeech  was  not  confin'd, 
Merely  to  brutes  of  human  kind, 

F  2 
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A  forward  Hare,  of  fwiftnefs  vain,. 
The  Genius  of  the  neighboring  plain,, 
Wou'd  oft  deride  the  drudging  croud  : 
For  Geniufes  are  ever  proud. 
He'd  boaft,  his  flight  'twere  vain  to  follow,, 
For  dog  and  horfe  he'd  beat  them  hollow, 
Nay,  if  he  put  forth  all  his  ftrength, 
Outftrip  his  brethren  half  a  length. 

.'/xl  lijo  *;;A;/I 

A  Tortoile  heard  his  vain  oration,, 
And  vented  thus  his  indignation; 
Oh  Pufs,  it  bodes  thee  dire  difgrace,. 
When  I  defy  thee  to  the  race. 
Come,  'tis  a  match,  nay^  no  denial,. 
I  lay  my  fhell  upon  the  trial. 

•:/.v  vrn  vnl  cl  v;o;i  b«A 
'Twas  done  and  done,  all  fair,  a  bet,, 
Judges  prepar'd,  and  diftance  fet. 

.;;;iL"r/  2^'7;yt3pd  irarfw  c^io/  lo  ^^^, 
The  fcamp'ring  Hare  outftript  the  windx 
The  creeping  Tortoife  lagg'd  behind, 

And 
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And  fearee  had  pafs'd  a  {ingle  pole, 
When  Pufs  had  almoft  reach'd  the  goat/ 
Friend  Tortoife,  quoth  the  jeering  Hare, 
Your  burthen's  more  than  you  can  bear,, 
To  help  your  fpeed,  it  were  as  well 
That  I  fhould  eafe  you  of  your  fliell: 
Jog  on  a  little  fafter  pr'ythee, 
I'll  take  a  nap,  and  then  be  with  thee.. 
So  faid,  fo  done,  and  fafely  fure, 
For  fay,  what  conqueft  more  fecure  ? 
Whene'er  he  wak'd  (that's  all  that's  in  it) 
He  could  o'ertake  him  in  a  minute. 

The  Tortoife  heard  his  taunting  jeerr/ 
But  ftill  refolv'd  to  perfevere> 
Still  drawl' d  along,  as  who  fhould  fay,, 
I'll  win,  like  Fabius,  by  delay ; 
On  to  the  goal  fecurely  crept, 
While  Pufs  unknowing  foundly  fiept- 


The 
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The  bets  were  won,  the  Hare  awake, 
When  thus  the  vidor  Tortoife  fpake. 
Pufs,  tho'  I  own  thy  quicker  parts, 
Things  are  not  always  done  by  ftarts. 
You  may  deride  my  awkward  pace, 
ButJIow  and  jleady  wins  the  race. 

^'jfhrV}  T}fbl  obirH  s  no  ;go| 
.»:it  fi-'iv/  sri  n-j        D;3   ,    -;n  .5:  ;:  L-:  III 
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/jrx)'"  .'.','i.iii..  jr/i!    -3  dr.;  I* 

The  SATYR  and  PEDLAR,  1757. 

WORDS  are,  fo  Wollafton  defines, 
Of  our  ideas  merely  figns, 
Which  have  a  pow'r  at  will  to  vary,. 
As  being  vague  and  arbitrary. 
Now  damn  a  for  inftance  —  all  agree, 
Damrid\  the  fupertative  degree ; 
Means  that  alone,  and  nothing  more, 
However  taken  heretofore ; 
Damrid  is  a  word  can't  ftand  alone, 
Which  has  no  meaning  of  its  owiiy 
But  fignifies  or  bad  or  good 
Juft  as  its  neighbour's  underftood. 
Examples  we  may  find  enough, 
Damrid  high,  damrid  low,  damnd  fine,  damrid  fluff. 
So  fares  it  too  with  its  relation, 
I  mean  its  fubftantive,  damnation. 
The  wit  with  metaphors  makes  bold, 
And  tells  you  he's  damnation  cold  ; 

Perhaps 


C     40     ] 

Perhaps,  that  metaphor  forgot, 
/The  felf-fame  wit's  damnation  hot 

And  here  a  fable  I  remember  — 

Once  in  the  middle  of  December, 

When  ev'ry  mead  in  fnow  is  loft, 

And  ev'ry  river  bound  with  froft, 

When  families  get  all  together, 

And  feelingly  talk  o'er  the  weather  ; 

When  —  pox  on  the  defcriptive  rhyme  — 

In  fliort  it  was  the  winter  time. 

It  was  a  Pedlar's  happy  lot, 

To  fall  into  a  Satyr's  cot : 

Shiv'ring  with  cold,  and  almoft  froze, 

With  pearly  drop  upon  his  nofe, 

His  fingers'  ends  all  pinch'd  to  death, 

He  blew  upon  them  with  his  breath. 

"  Friend,  quoth  the  Satyr,  what  intends 

"  That  blowing  on  thy  fingers  ends  ? 

"  It  is  to  warm  them  thus  I  blow, 

"  Por  they  are  froze  as  cold  as  fnow, 

«  And 
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"  And  fo  inclement  has  it  been 
"  I'm  like  a  cake  of  ice  within." 
Come,  quoth  the  Satyr,  comfort,  man ! 
I'll  chear  thy  infide,  if  I  can  ; 
You're  welcome  in  my  homely  cottage 
To  a  warm  fire,  and  mefs  of  pottage. 

.",  &:'i&~~f  oj  iilfc~  ^  C*\u->. 
This  faid,  the  Satyr,  nothing  loth,      - 
A  bowl  prepar'd  of  fav'ry  broth, 
Which  with  delight  the  Pedlar  view'd, 
As  fmoaking  on  the  board  it  flood. 
But,  though  the  very  fteam  arofe 
With  grateful  odour  to  his  nofe, 
One  fingle  fip  he  ventur'd  not, 
The  gruel  was  fo  wond'rous  hot. 
What  can  be  done  ?  —  with  gentle  puff 
He  blows  it,   'till  its  cool  enough. 

Why  how  now,  Pedlar,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Still  at  thy  blowing !  quoth  the  Satyr. 
I  blow  to  cool  it,  cries  the  Clown, 
That  I  may  get  the  liquor  down: 

G  For 


For  though  I  grant,  you've  made  it  well, 
You've  boil'd  it,  fir,  as  hot  as  hell. 


Then  raifing  high  his  eloven  ftumpr 
The  Satyr  fmote  him  on  the  rump. 
"  Begone,  thou  double  knave,  or  fool, 
"  With  the  fame  breath  to  warm  and  cool  : 
"  Friendfhip  with  fuch  I  never  hold 
"  Who're  fo  damnd  hot,  and  fo  damrid  cold. 


>•  •    I  5:  bi^ofi  o.fi'  ri.t    i  .;        r:fi 
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The  GIT'S  COUNTRY  BOX,  1757. 

Vos  fapere  &  folos  aw  bene  viverey  quorum^ 
Confpkitur  nitidis  fundata  pecunia  villis.          HOR. 

TH  E  wealthy  Cit,  grown  old  in  trade, 
Now  wifhes  for  the  rural  fliade, 
And  buckles  to  his  one-horfe  chair, 
Old  Dobbin,  or  the  founder'd  mare  ; 
While  wedg'd  in  clofely  by  his  fide, 
Sits  Madam,   his  unwieldy  bride, 
With  Jacky  on  a  ftool  before  'em, 
And  out  they  jog  in  due  decorum. 
Scarce  paft  the  turnpike  half  a  mile, 
How  all  the  country  feems  to  fmile ! 
And  as  they  flowly  jog  together, 
The  Cit  commends  the  road  and  weather  ; 
While  Madam  doats  upon  the  trees, 
And  longs  for  ev'ry  houfe  me  fees, 
Admires  its  views,  its  fituation, 
And  thus  {he  opens  her  oration. 

G  2  What 
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What  fignify  the  loads  of  wealth, 
Without  that  richeft  jewel,   health  ? 
Excufe  the  fondnefs  of  a  wife, 
Who  doats  upon  your  precious  life  ! 
Such  eafelefs  toil,  fuch  conftant  care, 
Is  more  than  human  ftrength  can  bear. 
One  may  obferve  it  in  your  face  — 
Indeed,  my  dear,  you  break  apace  : 
And  nothing  can  your  health  repair, 
But  exercife,  and  country  air. 
Sir  Traffic  has  a  houfe,  you  know, 
About  a  mile  from  Cheney-Row  :• 
He's  a  good  man,  indeed  'tis  true, 
But  not  fo  warm,  my  dear,  as  you  : 
And  folks  are  always  apt  to  fneer  — 
One  would  not  be  out-done,  my  dear  ! 


ivG     \p;^  on 

Sir  Traffic's  name  fo  well  apply'd 
Awak'd  his  brother  merchant's  pride  ; 
And  Thrifty,  who  had  all  his  life 
Paid  utmoft  deference  to  his  wife, 

Confefs'd 
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Confefs'd  her  arguments  had  reafon, 
And  by  th'  approaching  fummer  feafonr 
Draws  a  few  hundreds  from  the  flocks, 
And  purchafes  his  Country  Box. 

•:uh>'j  gnifthl  .?;  Dud  e-j  crr;co  Lli/ow^i ' 

Some  three  or  four  mile  out  of  town, 
(An  hour's  ride  will  bring  you  down,) 
He  fixes  on  his  choice  abode, 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road  i 
And  fo  convenient  does  it  lay, 
The  ftages  pafs  it  ev'ry  dap:.: 
And  then  fo  fnug,  fo  mighty  pretty,. 
To  have  an  houfe  fo  near  the  city ! 
Take  but  your  places  at  the  Boar 
You're  fet  down  at  the  very  door. 

,'ivo  erfj  atafrifi  ctf  ^nhllsffio"-  :;-:;7/ 

Well  then,  fuppofe  them  fix'd  at  laffj.  K 
White- wa{hmg,  painting,  fcrubbing  paft, 
Hugging  themfelves  in  eafe  and  clover, 
With  all  the  fufs  of  moving  over  -y 
Lo,  a  new  heap  of  whims  are  bred ! 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  head. 

Well, 
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Well  to  be  fure,  it  muft  be  own'd, 
It  is  a  charming  fpot  of  ground ; 
So  fweet  a  diftance  for  a  ride, 
And  all  about  fo  countrified! 
'T would  come  to  but  a  trifling  price 
To  make  it  quite  a  paradife  ; 
I  cannot  bear  thofe  nafty  rails, 
Thofe  ugly  broken  mouldy  pales; 
Suppofe,  my  dear,  inftead  of  thefe, 
We  build  a  railing,  all  Chinefe. 
Although  one  hates  to  be  expos'd,  J  n  > 
'Tis  difmal  to  be  thus  inclos'd ; 
One  hardly  any  objed:  fees  — 
I  wifli  you'd  fell  thofe  odious  trees. 
Objects  continual  paffing  by 
Were  fomething  to  amufe  the  eye, 
But  to  be  pent  within  the  walls  — 
One  might  as  well  be  at  St.  Paul's.!  :;q  <;j'irrr 
Our  houfe  beholders  would  adore, 
Was  there  a  level  lawn  before, 
Nothing  its  views  to  incommode, 
But  quite  laid  open  to  ihe  road; 

While 
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While  ev'ry  traveler  in  amaze, 
Should  on  our  little  manfion  gaze, 
And  pointing  to  the  choice  retreat, 
Cry,  that's  Sir  Thrifty  's  Country  Seat. 

g'.oi  jn:rnux^:nn  rfsrtf  ^Fvitj  OUT 
No  doubt  her  arguments  prevailr 
For  Madam's  TASTE  cari  never  fail. 


Bleft  age  !  when  all  men  may  procure^ 
The  title  of  a  Connoifleur  ; 
When  noble  and  ignoble  herdy.   c;. 
Are  govern'd  by  a  {ingle  word  ; 
Though,  like  the  royal  German  dames,. 
It  bears  an  hundred  Chriftian  names  ; 
As  Genius,  Fancy,  Judmentr  Gout, 
Whim,  Caprice,  Je-ne-fcai-quoi,  Virtu  r 
Which  appellations  all  defcribe 
TASTE,  and  the  modern  tafteful  tribe. 

:  ")  ---I-:.!;  ,11  i:i^l  v,c-i  bfi^ 

Now  bricklay'rs,  carpenters,  and  joiners, 
With  Chinefe  artifts,  and  defigners, 

Produce 
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Produce  their  fchemes  of  alteration, 
To  work  this  woncTrous  reformation. 
The  ufeful  dome,  which  fecret  flood, 
Embofom'd  in  the  yew-tree's  wood, 
The  trav'ler  with  amazement  fees 
A  temple,  Gothic,  or  Chinefe, 
With  many  a  bell,  and  tawdry  rag  on, 
And  crefted  with  a  fprawling  dragon ; 
A  wooden  arch  is  bent  aftride 
A  ditch  of  water,  four  foot  wide, 
With  angles,  curves,  and  zigzag  lines, 
From  Halfpenny's  exact  defigns. 
In  front,  a  level  lawn  is  feen, 
Without  a  fhrub  upon  the  green, 
Where  Tafte  would  want  its  firft  great  law, 
But  for  the  fkulking,  fly  ha-ha, 
By  whofe  miraculous  afliftance, 
You  gain  a  profpect  two  fields  diftance. 
And  now  from  Hyde-Park  Corner  come 
The  Gods  of  Athens,  and  of  Rome. 
Here  fquabby  Cupids  take  their  places, 
With  Venusj  and  the  clumfy  Graces  : 

Apollo 
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Apollo  there,  with  aim  fo  clever, 
Stretches  his  leaden  bow  for  ever  ; 
And  there,  without  the  pow'r  to  fly, 
Stands  fix'd  a  tip-toe  Mercury. 

The  Villa  thus  completely  gracM, 
All  own,  that  Thrifty  has  a  Tafte ; 
And  Madam's  female  friends,  and  coufins, 
With  common-council-men,  by  dozens, 
Flock  ev'ry  Sunday  to  the  Seat, 
To  ftare  about  them,  and  to  eat. 


13&  OTCK3U 
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From  CATULLUS. 

. -•'{* i  • v. "*!;/».  '}{}^ -?".*   \-    n    1 1  '   'C  "••"l^": 

CHLOE,  that  dear  bewitching  prude, 
Still  calls  me  faucy,  pert,  and  rude,. 
And  fometimes  almoft  ftrikes  me  ; 
And  yet,  I  fwear,  I  can't  tell  how,, 
Spite  of  the  knitting  of  her  brow, 
I'm  very  fure  fhe  likes  me. 

.?i-j  pJ  iu^:   ,rrmr:r:h; 
Afk  you  me,  why  I  fancy  thus  ? 
Why,  I  have  call'd  her  jilt,  and  pufs, 

And  thought  myfelf  above  her ; 
And  yet  I  feel  it,  to  my  coft, 
That  when  I  rail  againft  her  moft, 

I'm  very  fure  I  love  her. 


SHAKE- 


SHAKESPEARE: 

t.  --  •  A-  - 

An  EPISTLE  to  Mr.  G  A  R  R  I  C  K, 

Ji/i  •is-':vr  f,r;;  'icn^ibc-'^  ?r^I 

THANKS  to  much  indtiftry  and  pains, 
Much  twifting  of  the  wit  and  brains, 
Translation  has  unlock'd  the  ftore, 
And  fpread  abroad  the  Grecian  lore, 
While  Sophocles  his  fcenes  are  grown 
E'en  as  familiar  as  our  own. 

No  more  fhall  Tafte  prefume  to  fpeak    ; 
From  its  enclofures  in  the  Greek ; 
But,  all  its  fences  broken  down, 
Lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  town. 

1  't  >:  :i  l-^'*{  Et;j:.  '*   !   .   ;:  .  ';}.  • 
Critic,  I  hear  thy  torrent  rage, 
"  'Tis  blafphemy  againft  that  ftage, 
"  Which  ^fchylus  his  warmth  defign'd,  , 

-c<  Euripides  his  tafte  refin'd, 

H  2  And 
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"  And  Sophocles  his  laft  direction, 

"  Stamp'd  with  the  fignet  of  perfection.'* 

!  A  !  i      ri-  ^i  l'i    .  L. 

Perfedtion  !  'tis  but  a  word  ideal, 
That  bears  about  it  nothing  real :, 
For  excellence  was  never  hit 
In  the  firft  efiays  of  man's  wit- 
Shall  ancient  worth,  or  ancient  fame 
Preclude  the  Moderns  from  their  claim  ? 
Muft  they  be  blockheads,  dolts,  and  fools, 
Who  write  not  up  to  Grecian  rules  ? 
Who  tread  in  bufkins  or  in  focks. 
Muft  they  be  damn'd  as  Heterodox, 
Nor  merit  of  good  works  prevail. 
Except  within  the  claffic  pale  ? 
'Tis  ftuff  that  bears  the  name  of  knowlege, 
Not  current  half  a  mile  from  college ; 
Where  half  their  lectures  yield  no  more 
(Befure  I  fpeak  of  times  of  yore) 
Than  juft  a  niggard  light,  to  mark 
How  much  we  all  are  in  the  dark. 

As 


C     53     ] 

As  rufhlights,  in  a  fpacious  room, 
Juft  bura  enough  to  form  a  gloom. 

When  Shakefpeare  leads  the  mind  a  dance*. 
From  France  to  England,  hence  to  France, 
Talk  not  to  me  of  time  and  place  ; 
I  own  I'm  happy  in  the  chace. 
Whether  the  drama's  here  or  there, 
'Tis  nature,  Shakefpeare,  every  where. 
The  poet's  fancy  can  create, 
Contract,  enlarge,  annihilate, 
Bring  paft  and  prefent  elofe  together, 
In  fpite  of  diftance,  feas,  or  weather  ^ 
And  fhut  up  in  a  lingle  a&ion, 
What  coft  whole  years  in  its  tranfa&ion. 
So,  ladies  at  a  play,  or  rout, 
Can  flirt  the  univerfe  about,. 
Whofe  geographical  account 
Is  drawn  and  pi&ur'd  on  the  mount. 
Yet,  when  they  pleafe,  contraft  the  plan, 
And  fhut  the  world  up  in  a  fan. 

True 


[     54     3 

True  Genius,  like  Armida's  wand, 
Can  raife  the  fpring  from  barren  land. 
While  all  the  art  of  Imitation, 
Is  pilf 'ring  from  the  firft  creation  ; 
Tranfplanting  flowers,  with  ufelefs  toil, 
Which  wither  in  a  foreign  foil. 
As  confcience  often  fets  us  right 
By  its  interior  active  light, 
Without  th'  afliftance  of  the  laws 
To  combat  in  the  moral  caufe ; 
So  Genius,  of  itfelf  discerning, 
Without  the  myftic  rules  of  learning, 
Can,  from  its  prefent  intuition, 
Strike  at  the  truth  of  compofition* 

Yet  thofe  who  breathe  the  claffic  vein, 
Enlifted  in  the  mimic  train, 
Who  ride  their  fteed  with  double  bit, 
Ne'er  run  away  with  by  their  wit, 
Delighted  with  the  pomp  of  rules, 
The  fpecious  pedantry  of  fchools, 

(Which 
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(Which  rules,  like  crutches,  ne'er  became 
Of  any  ufe  but  to  the  lame) 
Purfue  the  method  fet  before  'em  ; 
Talk  much  of  order,  and  decorum, 
Of  probability  of  fiction, 
Of  manners,  ornament,   and  didion, 
And  with  a  jargon  of  hard  names, 
(A  privilege  which  dulnefs  claims, 
And  merely  us'd  by  way  of  fence, 
To  keep  out  plain  and  common  fenfe) 
Extol  the  wit  of  antient  days, 
The  fimple  fabric  of  their  plays  j 
Then  from  the  fable,  all  fa  chafte, 
Trick'd  up  in  antient-modern  tafte, 
So  mighty  gentle  all  the  while, 
In  fuch  a  fweet  defcriptive  ftile, 
While  Chorus  marks  the  fervile  mode 
With  fine  reflection,  in  an  ode, 
Prefent  you  with  a  perfect  piece, 
Form'd  on  the  model  of  old  Greece. 


Come, 
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Come,  pr'ythee  Critic,  fet  before  us5 
The  ufe  and  office  of  a  chorus. 
What !  filent  !  why  then,  I'll  produce 
Its  fervices  from  antient  ufe. 

'Tis  to  be  ever  on  the  ftage, 
Attendants  upon  grief  or  rage, 
To  be  an  arrant  go-between, 
Chief-mourner  at  each  difmal  fcene  ; 
Shewing  its  forrow,  or  delight, 
By  fhifting  dances,  left  and  right, 
Not  much  unlike  our  modern  notions, 
Adagio  or  Allegro  motions ; 
To  watch  upon  the  deep  diftrefs, 
And  plaints  of  royal  wretchednels ; 
And  when,  with  tears,  and  execration, 
They've  pour'd  out  all  their  lamentation, 
And  wept  whole  cataracts  from  their  eyes, 
To  call  on  rivers  for  fupplies, 
And  with  their  Hais^  and  Hees,  and  Hoes, 
To  make  a  rymphony  of  woes. 

Doubtlefs 
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Doutlefs  the  Antients  want  the  art 
To  ftrike  at  once  upon  the  heart : 
Or  why  their  prologues  of  a  mile 
In  fimple  —  call  it — -humble  ftile, 
In  unimpaffion'd  phrafe  to  fay 
"  'Fore  the  beginning  of  this  play, 
"  I,  haplefs  Polydore,  was  found 
"  By  fifhermen,  or  others,  drown'd  !" 
Or,  "  I,  a  gentleman,  did  wed, 
"  The  lady  I  wou'd  never  bed, 
"  Great  Agamemnon's  royal  daughter, 
<c  Who's  coming  hither  to  draw  water." 

4 

Or  need  the  Chorus  to  reveal 
Reflexions,  which  the  audience  feel ; 
And  jog  them,  left  attention  fink, 
To  tell  them  how  and  what  to  think? 

Oh,  where's  the  Bard,  who  at  one  view 
Cou'd  look  the  whole  creation  through, 
Who  travers'd  all  the  human  heart, 
Without  recourfe  to  Grecian  art  ? 

I  He 
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He  fcorn'd  the  modes  of  imitation, 

Of  altering,  pilfering,  and  tranflation, 

Nor  painted  horror,  grief,  or  rage, 

From  models  of  a  former  age  ; 

The  bright  original  he  took, 

And  tore  the  leaf  from  nature's  book. 

'Tis  Shakefpeare,  thus,   who  ftands  alone  — 

—  But  why  repeat  what  You  have  fhown  ? 

How  true,  how  perfect,  and  how  well. 

The  feelings  of  our  hearts  muft  telL 


EP  IS- 
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HA S  my  good  dame  a  wicked  child  ? 
It  takes  the  gentler  name  of  wild. 
If  chefts  he  breaks,  if  locks  he  picks, 
'Tis  nothing  more  than  youthful  tricks. 
The  mother's  fondnefs  ftamps  it  merit, 
For  vices  are  a  fign  of  fpirit. 

Say,  do  the  neighbours  think  the  fame, 
With  the  good  old  indulgent  dame  ? 
Cries  goflip  Prate,  <c  I  hear  with  grief 
cc  My  neighbour's  fon's  an  arrant  thief. 
"  Nay,  cou'd  you  think  it,   I  am  told, 
"  He  ftole  five  guineas,  all  in  gold. 
<c  You  know  the  youth  was  always  wild — ^ 
"  He  got  his  father's  maid  with  child  ; 
"  And  robb'd  his  matter,  to  defray 
<c  The  money  he  had  loft  at  play. 
"  All  means  to  fave  him  now  muft  fail. 
w  WJiat  can  it  end  in  ?  —  In  a  jail." 

I  2  Howe'er 
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Howe'er  the  dame  doats  o'er  her  youth, 
My  goffip  fays  the  very  truth. 

But  as  his  vices  love  wou'd  hide, 
Or  torture  them  to  virtue's  fide, 
So  friendship's  glafs  deceives  the  eye 
(A  glafs  too  apt  to  magnify) 
And  makes  you  think  at  leaft  you  fee 
Some  fpark  of  genius,  ev'n  in  me : 
You  fay  I  fhou'd  get  fame.     I  doubt  it : 
Perhaps  I  am  as  well  without  it. 
For  what's  the  worth  of  empty  praife  ? 
What  poet  ever  din'd  on  bays  ? 
For  though  the  Laurel,  rareft  wonder  ! 
May  fcreen  us  from  the  ftroke  of  thunder, 
This  mind  I  ever  was,  and  am  in, 
It  is  no  antidote  to  famine. 
And  poet's  live  on  flender  fare, 
Who,  like  Chameleons,  feed  on  air, 
And  ftarve,  to  gain  an  empty  breath, 
Which  only  ferves  them  after  death. 

Grant 
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Grant  I  fucceed,  like  Horace  rife, 
And  ftrike  my  head  againft  the  fkies,. 
Common  experience  daily  {hews, 
That  poets  have  a  world  of  foes  ; 
And  we  fhall  find  in  every  town 
Goflips  enough  to  cry  them  down ; 
Who  meet  in  pious  converfation 
T'  anatomize  a  reputation, 
With  flippant  tongue,   and  empty  head^ 
Who  talk  of  things  they  never  read. 

Their  idle  cenfures  I  defpife  : 
Their  niggard  praifes  won't  fuffice. . 
Tempt  me  no  more  then  to  the  crime 
Of  dabbling  in  the  font  of  rhime. 
My  Mufe  has  anfwer'd  all  her  end, 
If  her  produ6tions  pleafe  a  friend. 
The  world  is  burthen'd  with  her  ftore, 
Why  need  I  add  one  fcribbler  more  ? 


ODE 
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.:  j 
Spoken  on  .a  public  Occasion  at  Weftminfter-fchool. 

NOR  at  Apollo's  vaunted  fhrine, 
Nor  to  the  fabled  Sifters  Nine, 
Offers  the  youth  his  ineffe&ual  vow. 
Far  be  their  rites !  —  Such  worfhip  fits  not  now  ; 

When  at  Eliza's  (acred  name 

Each  breaft  receives  the  prefent  flame : 
While  eager  genius  plumes  her  infant  wings. 
And  with  bold  impulfe  ftrikes  th'  accordant  fixings, 

Reflecting  on  the  crouded  line 

Of  mitred  fages,  bards  divine, 
Of  patriots,  a&ive  in  their  country's  caufe. 
Who  plan  her  councils,  or  dired  her  laws. 

Oh  Memory !  how  thou  lov'ft  to  ftray, 

Delighted,  o'er  the  flowVy  way 
Of  childhood's  greener  years !  when  fimple  youth 
Pour'dthe  pure  dictates  of  ingenuous  truth  ! 

'Tis 
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'Tis  then  the  fouls  congenial  meet, 

Infpir'd  with  friendfhips  genuine  heaty 
E'er  intereft,  frantic  zeal,  or  jealous  artr 
Have  taught  the  language  foreign,  to  the  heart. 

'Twas  here^  in  many  an  early  ftrain 

Dryden  firft  try'd  his  claflic  vein, 
Spurr'd  his  ftrong  genius  to  the  diftant  goalr 
In  wild  effufllons  of  his  manly  foul ; 

When  Bufby's  {kill,  and  judgment  fage, 

Reprefs'd  the  poet's  frantic  rage, 
Cropt  his  luxuriance  bold,  and  blended  taught 
The  flow  of  numbers  with  the  ftrength  of  thought. 

Nor,   Cowley,  be  thy  Mufe  forgot !  which  ftrays 

In  wit's  ambiguous  flowery  maze, 
With  many  a  pointed  turn  and  ftudied  art : 

Tho'  affedation  blot  thy  rhyme, 

Thy  mind  was  lofty  and  fublime, 
And  manly  honour  dignified  thy  heart : 
Though  fond  of  wit,  yet  firm  to  virtue's  plan, 
The  Poeis  trifles  ne'er  difgrac'd  the  Man. 

Well 
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Well  might  thy  morals  fweet  engage 

Th'  attention  of  the  Mitred  Sage, 
Smit  with  the  plain  simplicity  of  truth. 

For  not  ambition's  giddy  ftrife, 

The  gilded  toys  of  public  life, 
Which  fnare  the  gay  unftable  youth, 

Cou'd  lure  Thee  from  the  fober  charms, 

Which  Japt  thee  in  retirements'  arms, 
Whence  Thou,  untainted  with  the  pride  of  ftate, 
Coud'ft  fmile  with  pity  on  the  buftling  Great. 

Such  were  Eliza's  fons.     Her  foft'ring  care 
Here  bad  free  genius  tune  his  grateful  fong ; 
Which  elfe  had  wafted  in  the  defart  air, 
Or  droop' d  unnotic'd  'mid  the  vulgar  throng. 

—  Ne'er  may  her  youth  degenerate  fhame 

The  glories  of  Eliza's  name  ! 

But  with  the  poet's  frenzy  bold, 

Such  as  infpir'd  her  bards  of  old, 
Pluck  the  green  laurel  from  the  hand  of  fame  1 


The 
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A  D  D  R  E  S  S'D    T  O 

BONNELL     THORNTON,     Efq. 

ACTING,  dear  Thornton,  its  perfection  draws 
From  no  obfervance  of  mechanic  laws : 
No  fettled  maxims  of  a  fav'rite  ftage, 
No  rules  deliver' d  down  from  age  to  age, 
Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will, 
Can  e'er  entail  hereditary  {kill. 
If,  'mongft  the  humble  hearers  of  the  pit, 
Some  curious  vet'ran  critic  chance  to  fit, 
Is  he  pleas'd  more  becaufe  'twas  a&ed  fo 
By  Booth  and  Gibber  thirty  years  ago  ? 
The  mind  recals  an  objecl:  held  more  dear, 
And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  fo  near. 
Why  lov'd  we  Wilks's  air,  Booth's  nervous  tone  ? 
In  them  'twas  natural,   'twas  all  their  own. 
A  Garrick's  genius  muft  our  wonder  raife, 
But  gives  his  mimic  no  reflected  praife, 

K  Thrice 
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Thrice  happy  Genius,  whofe  unrival'd  name, 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  voice  of  Fame  ! 
'Tis  thine  to  lead,  with  more  than  magic  (kill, 
The  train  of  captive  paffions  at  thy  will ; 

To  bid  the  burfting  tear  fpontaneous  flow 

. 
In  the  fweet  ienfe  of  fympathetic  woe : 

Through  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  a  chilncfs  creep,       3 
When  horrors  fuch  as  thine  have  murder  djleep ; 
And  at  the  old  man's  look  and  frantic  ftare 
'Tis  Lear  alarms  me,  for  I  fee  him  there. 
Nor  yet  confm'd  to  tragic  walks  alone, 
The  Comic  Mufe  too  claims  thee  for  her  own. 
With  each  delightful  requifite  to  pleafe, 
Tafte,  Spirit,  Judgment,  Elegance,  and  Eafe, 
Familiar  nature  forms  thy  only  rule, 
From  Ranger's  rake  to  Drugger's  vacant  fool. 
With  powers  fo  pliant,  and  fo  various  bleft, 
That  what  we  fee  the  laft,  we  like  the  beft. 
Not  idly  pleas'd,  at  judgment's  dear  expence, 
But  burft  outrageous  with  the  laugh  of  fenfe. 


Perfection's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain* 
'Tis  genius  only  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  Play'r's  profeffion  (tho'  I  hate  the  phrafe, 
'Tis  fo  mechanic  in  thefe  modern  days) 
Lies  not  in  trick,  or  attitude,  or  ftarr, 
Nature's  true  knowlege  is  his  only  art. 
The  ftrong-felt  paffion  bolts  into  the  face, 
The  mind  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace  ? 
To  this  one  ftandard  make  your  juft  appeal, 
Here  lies  the  golden  fecret;  learn  to  FEEL. 
Or  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  diftreft, 
No  adlor  pleafes  that  is  not  poffefsd. 

Once  on  the  ftage,  in  Rome's  declining  days, 
When  Chriftians  were  the  fubjecl:  of  their  plays, 
E'er  perfecution  dropp'd  her  iron  rodr 
And  men  ftill  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  God, 
An  adlor  flourifh'd  of  no  vulgar  fame, 
Nature's  difciple,  and  Geneft  his  name. 
A  noble  objed:  for  his  {kill  he  chofe, 
A  martyr  dying  'midft  infulting  foes. 

K  2  Refign'd 
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Refign'd  with  patience  to  religion's  laws. 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Saviour's  caufe, 
Fill'd  with  th'  idea  of  the  fecret  part, 
He  felt  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 
While  look  and  voice,  and  gefture,   all  expreil 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  player's  breaft  ; 
Till  as  the  flame  thro'  all  his  bofom  ran, 
He  loft  the  A&or,  and  commenc'd  the  Man  :. 
Profeft  the  faith,  his  pagan  gods  denied, 
And  what  he  acted  then,   he  after  died. 

irrM    :r?-vrmro;n  ,  ,   tfool  ,/) 

The  Player's  province  they  but  vainly  try, 
Who  want  thefe  pow'rs,  Deportment^  Voice,  and  Eye. 
<>vob  .srvi.'ib:*  orb  j  ,  0-jaO 

The  Critic  Sight  'tis  only  Grace  can  pleafe, 
No  figure  charms  us  if  it  has  not  Eafe. 
There  are,  who  think  the  ftature  all  in  all%, 
Nor  like  the  hero,  if  he  is  not  tall. 
The  feeling  fenfe  all  other  want  fupplies, 
I  rate  no  actor's  merit  from  his  fize. 
Superior  height  requires  fuperior  grace, 
And  what's  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face  ? 

Theatric 
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Theatric  monarchs,  in  their  tragic  gait, 
Affect  to  mark  the  folemn  pace  of  ftate. 
One  foot  put  forward  in  pofition  ftrong, 
The  other,  like  its  vaflaL,  dragg'd  along. 
So  grave  each  motion,  fo  exact  and  flow, 
Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puppet-fhow. 
The  mien  delights  us  that  has  native  grace, 
But  affectation  ill  fupplies  its  place. 

Unikilful  actors,  like  your  mimic  apes, 
Will  writhe  their  bodies  in  a  thoufand  fhapes  ; 
However  foreign  from  the  poet's  art, 
No  tragic  hero  but  admires  a  ftart. 
What  though  unfeeling  of  the  nervous  line,: 
Who  but  allows  his  attitude  is  fine  ? 
While  a  whole  minute  equipois'd  he  ftands, 
Till  praife  difmifs  him  with  her  echoing  hands ! 
Refolv'd,  though  nature  hate  the  tedious  pauie, 
By  perfeverance  to  extort  applaufe. 
When  Romeo  forrowing  at  his  Juliet's  doom, 
With  eager  madnefs  burfts  the  canvas  tomb,; 

The 
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The  fudden  whirl,  ftretch'd  leg,  and  lifted  ftaff, 
Which  pleafe  the  vulgar,  make  the  critic  laugh. 

To  paint  the  paffion's  force,  and  mark  it  well, 
The  proper  action  nature's  felf  will  tell  : 
No  pleafing  pow'rs  diftortions  e'er  exprefs, 
And  nicer  judgment  always  loaths  excels. 
In  fock  or  bufkin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bounds, 
Difgufts  our  reafon,  and  the  tafte  confounds. 

<**p  niu-an  mov  <Jih.   4236j:,;;  IuV/^: 

Of  all  the  evils  which  the  ftage  moleft, 
I  hate  your  fool  who  overacts  his  jeft  : 
Who  murders  what  the  poet  finely  writ, 
And,  like  a  bungler,  haggles  all  his  wit, 
With  flirug,  and  grin,  and  gefture  out  of  place, 
And  writes  a  foolifh  comment  with  his  face. 
Old  Johnfbn  once,  tho*  Gibber's  perter  vein 
But  meanly  groupes  him  with  a  numerous  train, 
With  fteady  face,  and  fober  hum'rous  mien, 
Fill'd  the  ftrong  outlines  of  the  comic  Icene. 
What  was  writ  down,  with  decent  utt'rance  fpoke, 
Betray'd  no  fymptom  of  the  confcious  joke  ; 

The 
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The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air, 
And  tho'  upon  the  ftage,  appear'd  no  Play'r. 

The  word  and  a£Hon  fhould  conjointly  fuit, 
But  acting  words  is  labour  too  minute. 
Grimace  will  ever  lead  the  judgment  wrong  ; 
While  fober  humour  marks  th'  impreffion  ftrong, 
Her  proper  traits  the  fixt  attention  hit, 
And  bring  me  clofer  to  the  poet's  wit ; 
With  her  delighted  o'er  each  fcene  I  go, 
Well-pleas'd,  and  not  afham'd  of  .being  fo. 

But  let  the  generous  Actor  ftill  forbear 
To  copy  features  with  a  Mimic's  care  1 
^Tis  a  poor  fkill,  which  evVy  fool  can  reach, 
A  vile  ftage-cuftom,  honour'd  in  the  breach. 
Worfe  as  more  clofe,  the  difingenuous  art 
But  fhews  the  wanton  loofenefs  of  the  heart. 
When  I  behold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean, 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  public  fcene, 
Forfaking  nature's  fair  and  open  road 
To  mark  fome  whim,  fome  ftrange  peculiar  mode, 

Fir'd 
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Fir'd  with  difguft  I  loath  his  fervile  plan, 

Defpife  the  mimic,  and  abhor  the  man. 

Go  to  the  lame,  to  hofpitals  repair, 

And  hunt  for  humour  in  diftortions  there! 

Fill  up  the  meafure  of  the  motley  whim 

With  fhrug,  wink,  fnuffle,  and  convulfive  limb  ; 

Then  fhame  at  once,  to  pleafe  a  trifling  age, 

Good  fenfe,  good  manners,  virtue,  and  the  ftage ! 

'Tis  not  enough  the  Voice  be  found  and  clear, 
'Tis  modulation  that  muft  charm  the  ear. 
When  defperate  heroines  grieve  with  tedious  moan, 
And  whine  their  forrows  in  a  fee-faw  tone, 
The  fame  foft  founds  of  unimpaffioned  woes 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  doze. 

The  voice  all  modes  of  paffion  can  exprefs, 
That  marks  the  proper  word  with  proper  ftrefs. 
But  none  emphatic  can  that  adtor  call, 
Who  lays  an  equal  emphafis  on  all. 

Some 
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Some  -o'er  the  tongue  the  labour 'd  meafures  roll 
Slow  and  delib'rate  as  the  parting  toll, 
Point  ev'ry  ftop,  mark  ev'ry  paufe  fb  ftrong, 
Their  words,  like  ftage-proceffions,  ftalk  along. 
All  affectation  but  creates  difguft, 
And  e'en  in  fpeaking  we  may  feem  too  juft. 

Nor  proper,  Thornton,  can  thofe  founds  appear 
Which  bring  not  numbers  to  thy  nicer  ear ; 
In  vain  for  them  the  pleafing  meafure  flows, 
Whofe  recitation  runs  it  all  to  profe; 
Repeating  what  the  poet  fets  not  down, 
The  verb  disjointing  from  its  friendly  noun, 
While  paufe,  and  break,  and  repetition  join 
To  make  a  difcord  in  each  tuneful  line. 

Some  placid  natures  fill  th'  allotted  fcene 
With  lifelefs  drone,  infipid  and  ferene; 
While  others  thunder  ev'ry  couplet  o'er, 
And  almoft  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roan 

L  More 
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More  nature  oft  and  finer  ftrokes  are  fliown> 
In  the  low  whifper  than  tempeftuous  tone. 
And  Hamlet's  hollow  voice  and  fixt  amaze, 
More  powerful  terror  to  the  mind  conveys, 
Than  he,  who  fwol'n  with  big  impetuous  rage, 
Bullies  the  bulky  phantom  off  the  ftage. 

He,  who  in  earneft  ftudies  o'er  his  part, 
Will  find  true  nature  cling  about  his  heart. 
The  modes  of  grief  are  not  included  all 
In  the  white  handkerchief  and  mournful  drawl ; 
A  fingle  look  more  marks  th'  internal  woe, 
Than  all  the  windings  of  the  lengtfien'd  Oh. 
Up  to  the  Face  the  quick  fenfation  flies, 
And  darts  its  meaning  from  the  fpeaking  Eyes  ; 
Love,  transport,  madnefs,  anger,  fcorn,  defpair, 
And  all  the  paffions,  all  the  foul  is  there. 

;?nj.j]  !;•  ;.  iv-rpl  ,•       .  =  .y:L  ;"bfjl;l  H;'. 

In  vain  Ophelia  gives  her  flowrets  round, 
And  with  her  draws  fantaftic  ftrews  the  ground, 
In  vain  now  fings,  now  heaves  the  defp'rate  figh, 
If  phrenzy  fit  not  in  the  troubled  eye. 

In 
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In  Gibber's  look  commanding  forrows  fpeak, 
And  call  the  tear  faft  trick'ling  down  my  cheek. 

1    '"  -  :  I  \f'i  **T'\  • 4  >•»'?     •'"•  .' n  -  ~: 

There  is  a  fault  which  ftirs  the  critic's  rage; 
A  want  of  due  attention  on  the  ftage. 
I  have  feen  actors,  and  admir'd  ones  too, 
Whofe  tongues  wound  up  fet  forward  from  their  cue  ; 
In  their  own  fpeech  who  whine,  or  roar  away, 
Yet  feem  unmov'd  at  what  the  reft  may  fay ; 
Whofe  eyes  and  thoughts  on  different  objects  roam, 
Until  the  prompter's  voice  recal  them  home. 

Diveft  yourfelf  of  hearers,  if  you  can, 
And  ftrive  to  fpeak,  and  be  the  very  man. 
Why  fliould  the  well-bred  actor  with  to  know 
Who  fits  above  to-night,  or  who  below  ? 
So,  'mid  th'  harmonious  tones  of  grief  or  rage, 
Italian  fquallers  oft  disgrace  the  ftage ; 
When,  with  a  fimp'ring  leer,  and  bow  profound, 
The  fqueaking  Cyrus  greets  the  boxes  round ; 
Or  proud  Mandane,  of  imperial  race, 
Familiar  drops  a  curt'fie  to  her  grace. 

L  2  To 
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To  fuk  the  drefs  demands  the  adtorY  art, 
Yet  there  are  thofe  who  over-drefs  the  part. 
To  fome  prefcriptive  right  gives  fettled  things, 
Black  wigs  to  murd'rerSj  feather'd  hats  to  kings. 
But  Michael  Caflio  might  be  drunk  enough, 
Tho'  all  his  features  were  not  grim'd  with  fnuff. 
Why  fliou'd  Pol  Peachum  fliine  in  fatin  cloaths  ? 
Why  ev'ry  devil  dance  in  fcarlet  hofe  ? 

•i*'-  •  "1  '.•;  i" 

But  in  ftage-cuftoms  what  offends  me  moft 
Is  the  flip-door,  and  flowly-rifing  ghoft. 
Tell  me,  nor  count  the  queftion  too  fevere, 
Why  need  the  difmal  powder'd  forms-  appear  ? 


When  chilling  horrors  fliake  th*  affrighted  king, 
And  guilt  torments  him  with  her  fcorpion  fting ;, 
When  keeneft  feelings  at  his  bofom  pull, 
And  fancy  tells  him  that  the  feat  is  full ; 
Why  need  the  ghoft  ufurp  the  monarch's  placey 
To  frighten  children  with  his  mealy  face  ? 
The  king  alone  fhou'd  form  the  phantom  therej, 
And  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair. 

If 
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If  Belvidera  her  lov'd  lofs  deplore, 
Why  for  twin  fpeclres  burfts  the  yawning  floor  ?' 
When  with  diforder'd  ftarts,  and  horrid  cries, 
She  paints  the  murder'd  forms  before  her  eyes, 
And  ftill  purfues  them  with  a  frantic  flare, 
'Tis  pregnant  madnefs  brings  the  vifions  there. 
More  inftant  horror  would  enforce  the  fcene, 
If  all  her  fliudd'rings  were  at  fhapes  unfeen. 

Poet  and  A&or  thus,  with  blended  fkill, 
Mould  all  our  paflions  to  their  inftant  will ; 
'Tis  thusr  when  feeling  Garrick  treads  the  ftage, 
(The  Ipeaking  comment  of  his  Shakelpear's  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  fhake  with  horror,  or  diflblve  with  tears. 

O,  ne'er  may  folly  feize  the  throne  of  tafter 
Nor  dulnefs  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte  ! 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  the  thund'rer's  fire,; 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wire  I 
More  natural  ufes  to  the  ftage  belong, 
Than  tumblers,  monfters,  pantomime,  or  fong. 

For 
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For  other  purpofe  was  that  fpot  defign'd : 
To  purge  the  paffions,  and  reform  the  mind, 
To  give  to  nature  all  the  force  of  art, 
And  while  it  charms  the  ear  to  mend  the  heart. 

Thornton,  to  thee,  I  dare  with  truth  commend, 
The  decent  ftage  as  virtue's  natural  friend. 
Tho'  oft  debas'd  with  fcenes  profane  and  loofe, 
No  reafon  weighs  againft  it's  proper  ufe. 
Tho'  the  lewd  prieft  his  facred  function  fliame, 
Religion's  perfect  law  is  ftill  the  fame. 

Shall  They,  who  trace  the  paffions  from  their  rife, 
Shew  fcorn  her  features,  her  own  image  vice  ? 
Who  teach  the  mind  it's  proper  force  to  fcan, 
And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up  to  man, 
Shall  their  profeffion  e'er  provoke  difdain, 
Who  ftand  the  foremoft  in  the  mortal  train, 
Who  lend  reflection  all  the  grace  of  art, 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart? 


Yet, 
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Yet,  haplefs  Artift  \  tho'  thy  fkill  can  raife 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerfal  praife, 
Tho'  at  thy  beck  Applaufe  delighted  ftands, 
And  lifts,  Briareus'  like,  her  hundred  handsy 
Know,  fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath  ! 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death* 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal, 
And  lateft  times  th'  Eternal  Nature  feel. 
Tho'  blended  here  the  praife  of  bard  and  play'r, 
While  more  than  half  becomes  the  Actor's  fhare, 
Relentlefs  death  untwifts  the  mingled  fame, 
And  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name* 
The  pliant  mufcles  of  the  various  face, 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  and  grace3 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke  the  mind,. 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  fingle  trace  behind* 


To 


To   GEORGE    C  O  L  M  A  N, 

A     FAMILIAR     EPISTLE. 

Written  Jan.  i,  1761.  From  Tiffington  in  Derby  {hire. 

FRIENDSHIP  with  moft  is  dead  and  cool, 
A  dull,  inactive,  ftagnant  pool ; 
Yours  like  the  lively  current  flows, 
And  {hares  the  pleasure  it  beftows. 
If  there  is  ought,  whofe  lenient  pow V 
Can  footh  affliction's  painful  hour, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  cup  of  care, 
And  fnatch  the  wretched  from  defpair, 
Superior  to  the  fenfe  of  woes, 
From  friendship's  fource  the  baHam  flows. 
Ricfe  then  am  I,  pofieft  of  thine, 
Who  know  that  happy  balfam  mine. 

In  youth,  from  nature's  genuine  heat, 
The  fouls  congenial  fpring  to  meet, 
And  emulation's  infant  ftrife, 
Cements  the  man  in  future  life, 

Oft 
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Oft  too  the  mind  well-pleas'd  furveys 
Its  progrefs  from  its  childifli  days  ; 
Sees  how  the  current  upwards  ran, 
And  reads  the  child  o'er  in  the  man. 
For  men,  in  reafon's  fober  eyes. 
Are  children,  but  of  larger  fize, 
Have  ftill  their  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
And  Hobby-Horfe  of  riper  years* 

Whether  a  blefling,  or  a  curfe, 
My  rattle  is  the  love  of  verfe. 
Some  fancied  parts,  and  emulation, 
Which  ftill  afpires  to  reputation, 
Bad  infant  fancy  plume  her  flight, 
And  held  the  laurel  full  to  fight. 
For  vanity,  the  poet's  fin, 
Had  ta'en  pofleflion  all  within : 
And  he  whofe  brain  is  verfe-pofleft, 
Is  in  himfelf  as  highly  bleft, 
As  he,  whofe  lines  and  circles  vie 
With  heav'ns  diredion  of  the  fky, 

M  Howe'er 
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Howe'er  the  river  rolls  its  tides, 
The  cork  upon  the  furface  rides. 
And  on  Ink's  Ocean,  lightly  buoy'd, 
That  cork  of  vanity  is  Lloyd. 
Let  me  too  ufe  the  common  claim 
And  foufe  at  once  upon  my  name, 
Which  fome  have  done  with  greater  ftrefs, 
Who  know  me,  and  who  love  me  lefs. 

• 

Poets  are  very  harmlefs  things, 
Unlefs  you  teaze  one  till  he  ftings  \ 
And  when  affronts  are  plainly  meant3 
We're  bound  in  honour  to  refent : 
And  what  tribunal  will  deny 
An  injur'd  perfon  to  reply  ? 

In  thefe  familiar  emanations, 
Which  are  but  writing  converfations> 
Where  thought  appears  in  difliabille, 
And  fancy  does  juft  what  fhe  will, 
The  foureft  critic  wou'd  excufe 
The  vagrant  fallies  of  the  Mufe : 

Which 


Which  lady,  for  Apollo's  bleffing 
Has  ftill  attended  our  car  effing, 
As  many  children  round  her  fees 
As  maggots  in  a  Cheshire  cheefe, 
Which  I  maintain  at  vaft  expence, 
Of  pen  and  paper,  time  and  fenfe  : 
And  furely  'twas  no  fmall  mifcarriage 
When  firftj  I  enter'd  into  marriage. 
The  poet's  title  which  I  bear, 
With  fome  ftrange  caftles  in  the  air, 
Was  all  my  portion  with  the  fair. 

However  narrowly  I  look, 
In  Phoebus' s  valor 'um  book, 
I  cannot  from  enquiry  find 
Poets  had  much  to  leave  behind. 
They  had  a  copyhold  eftate 
In  lands,  which  they  themfelves  create, 
A  foolim  title  to  a  fountain^ 
A  right  of  common  in  a  mountain^ 
And  yet  they  liv'd  amongft  the  great, 
More  than  their  brethren  do  of  late ; 

M  2  Invited 
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Invited  out  at  feafts  to  dine, 
Eat  as  they  pleas'd,  and  drank  their  wine  * 
Nor  is  it  any  where  fet  down 
They  tipt  the  fervants  half  a  crown, 
But  pafs'd  amid  the  waiting  throng 
And  pay 'd  the  porter  with  a  fong; 
As  once,  a  wag  in  modern  days, 
When  all  are  in  thefe  bribing  ways, 
His  fhillings  to  difpenfe  unable, 
Scrap'd  half  the  fruit  from  off  the  table, 
And  walking  gravely  thro'  the  croud, 
Which  flood  obfequioufly,  and  bow'd, 
To  keep  the  fafliion  up  of  tipping, 
Dfopt  in  each  hand  a  golden  pippin. 

But  there's  a  difference  indeed 
'Twixt  ancient  bards  and  modern  breed* 
Tho'  poet  known,  in  Roman  days, 
Fearlefs  he  walk'd  the  public  ways, 
Nor  ever  knew  that  facred  name 
Contemptuous  finile,  or  painful  fhame  r 

While 
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While  with  a  foolifh  face  of  praife, 

The  folks  wou'd  flop  to  gape  and  gazej 

And  half  untold  the  ftory  leave, 

Pulling  their  neighbour  by  the  fleeve, 

While  th'  index  of  the  finger  fhews, 

—  There  —  yonder' s  Horace — there  he  goes*. 

This  finger,  I  allow  it  truer 
Points  at  us  modern  poets  too  ; 
But  'tis  by  way  of  wit  and  joke, 
To  laugh,  or  as  the  phrafe  is,  fmoke* 

Yet,  there  are  thofe,  who're  fond  of  wit? 
Altho'  they  never  us'd  it  yet, 
Who  wits  and  witlings  entertain 
Of  Tafte,  Virtu,  and  Judgment  vain, 
And  dinner,  grace,  and  grace-cup  done,, 
Expedb  a  wond'rous  deal  of  fun  : 
"  Yes  —  He  at  bottom — don't  you  know  him? 
"  That's  He  that  wrote  the  laft  new  poem* 
"  His  Humour's  exquifitely  high, 
"  You'll  hear  him  open  by  and  by/* 

The 
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The  man  in  print  and  converfation 
Have  often  very  fmall  relation; 
And  he,  whofe  humour  hits  the  town, 
When  copied  fairly,  and  fet  down, 
In  public  company  may  pafs, 
For  little  better  than  an  afs. 
Perhaps  the  fault  is  on  his  fide, 
Springs  it  from  modefty,  or  pride, 
Thofe  qualities  afham'd  to  own, 
For  which  he's  happy  to  be  known ; 
Or  that  his  nature's  ftrange  and  fliy, 
And  diffident,  he  knows  not  why  ; 
Or  from  a  prudent  kind  of  fear, 
As,  knowing  that  the  world's  fevere, 
He  wou'd  not  fuffer  to  efcape 
Familiar  wit  in  ealy  fhape : 
Left  gaping  fools,  and  vile  repeaters, 
Should  catch  her  up,  and  fpoil  her  features, 
And,  for  the  child's  unlucky  maim, 
The  faultlefs  parent  come  to  fhame. 


Well 


Well,  but  methinks  I  hear  you  fay, 
Write  then,  my  friend  !  —  Write  what  ?  —  "  a  Play. 
"  The  theatres  are  open  yet, 
"  The  market  for  all  fterling  wit ; 
"  Try  the  ftrong  efforts  of  your  pen, 
"  And  draw  the  characters  of  men  j 
"  Or  bid  the  burfting  tear  to  flow, 
"  Obedient  to  the  fabled  woe  : 
"  With  Tragedy's  fevereft  art, 
"  Anatomize  the  human  heart, 
"  And,  that  you  may  be  underftoody 
"  Bid  nature  fpeak,  as  nature  fhou'd." 

That  talent,  George,  tho*  yet  untried, 
Perhaps  my  genius  has  denied ; 
While  you,  my  friend,  are  fure  to  pleafe 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  comic  eafe. 

Authors,  like  maids  at  fifteen  years, 
Are  full  of  wiflies,  full  of  fears. 
One  might  by  pleafant  thoughts  be  led 

To  lofe  a  trifling  maiden-head ; 

But 
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But  'tis  a  terrible  vexation 

To  give  up  with  it  reputation,. 

And  he,  who  has  with  Plays  to  do, 

Has  got  the  devil  to  go  through. 

Critics  have  reafon"  for  their  rules, 

I  dread  the  cenfure  of  your  fools. 

For  tell  me,  and  confult  your  pride, 

(Set  Garrick  for  a  while  afide) 

How  cou'd  you,  George,  with  patience  bear, 

The  critic  profing  in  the  play'r  ? 

Some  of  that  calling  have  I  known, 
Who  hold  no  judgment  like  their  own ; 
And  yet  their  reafon s  fairly  fcan, 
And  feparate  the  wheat  and  bran^ 
You'd  be  amaz'd  indeed  to  find, 
What  little  wheat  is  left  behind. 
For,  after  all  their  mighty  rout, 
Of  chattering  round  and  round  about; 
'Tis  but  a  kind  of  clock-work  talking, 
Like  croffing  on  the  ftage,  and  walking. 

The 


The  form  of  this  tribunal  paft, 
The  play  receiv'd,  the  parts  all  caft, 
Each  actor  has  his  own  obje&ions, 
Each  character,  new  imperfections : 
The  man's  is  drawn  too  courfe  and  rough, 
The  lady's  has  not  fmut  enough. 
It  want's  a  touch  of  Gibber's  eafe, 
A  higher  kind  of  talk  to  pleafe ; 
Such  as  your  titled  folks  would  chufe, 
And  Lords  and  Ladyfhip's  might  ufe, 
Which  ftile,  whoever  would  fucceed  in, 
Muft  have  fmall  wit,  and  much  good  breeding, 
If  this  is  dialogue  — mafoi^ 
Sweet  Sir,  fay  I,  pardonnez  moi  ! 

As  long  as  life  and  bufinefs  lafts, 
The  actors  have  their  feveral  cafts, 
A  walk  where  each  his  talents  {hews, 
Queens,  Nurfes,  Tyrants,  Lovers,  Beaux; 
Suppofe  you've  found  a  girl  of  merit, 
Who'd  {hew  your  part  in  all  its  fpirit, 

N  Take 
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Take  the  whole  meaning  in  the  fcope, 
Some  little  lively  thing,  like  Pope, 
You  rob  fome  others  of  a  feather, 
They've  worn  for  thirty  years  together* 


But  grant  the  caft  is  as  you  like, 
To  a&ors  which  you  think  will  ftrike. 
To-morrow  then  —  (but  as  you  know 
I've  ne'er  a  Comedy  to  friew, 
Let  me  a  while  in  converfation, 
Make  free  with  yours  for  application) 
The  arrow's  flight  can't  be  prevented  — 
To-morrow  then,  will  be  prefented 
The  JEALOUS  WIFE  !  To-morrow?  Right. 
How  do  you  fleep,  my  friend,   to-night? 
Have  you  no  pit-pat  hopes  and  fears, 
Roaft-beef,  and  catcalls  in  your  ears  ? 
Mabb's  wheels  a-crofs  your  temples  creep, 
You  tofs  and  tumble  in  your  fleep, 
And  cry  aloud,  with  rage  and  Ipleen, 
"  That  fellow  murders  all  my  fcene." 

To-morrow 
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To-morrow  comes.     I  know  your  merit, 
And  fee  the  piece's  fire  and  fpirit ; 
Yet  friendfhip's  zeal  is  ever  hearty. 
And  dreads  the  efforts  of  a  party. 

The  coach  below,  the  clock  gone  five, 
Now  to  the  theatre  we  drive : 
Peeping  the  curtain's  eyelet  through, 
Behold  the  houfe  in  dreadful  view ! 
Obferve  how  clofe  the  critics  fit, 
And  not  one  bonnet  in  the  pit. 
With  horror  hear  the  galleries  ring, 
Nofy  !  Black  Joke !  God  fave  the  King ! 
Sticks  clatter,  catcalls  fcream,  Encore! 
Cocks  crow,  pit  hides,  galleries  roar: 
E'en  cha  feme  oranges  is  found 
This  night  to  have  a  dreadful  found  : 
'Till,  decent  fables  on  his  back, 
(Your  prologuizers  all  wear  black) 
The  prologue  comes  j  and,   if  its  mine, 
Its  very  good,  and  very  fine. 

N    2  If 


If  not,  I  take  a  pinch  of  fnuff, 
And  wonder  where  you  got  fuch  fluff. 

That  done,  a-gape  the  critics  fit, 
Expectant  of  the  comic  wit. 
The  fiddlers  play  again  pell-mell, 
—  But  hift  !  —  the  prompter  rings  his  bell. 
• —  Down  there !  hats  off!  —  the  curtain  draws ! — 
What  follows  is  — -  the  juft  applaufe. 


PRO- 
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P       R       O       L       O       G       U       E 

To   the   JEALOUS     WIFE. 

J  ^i     ' 

Spoken  by  Mr.  G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 

jiii  -yoibtv;  7»O" 

THE  JEALOUS  WIFE  !  a  Comedy!  poor  man! 
A  charming  fubjecl: !  but  a  wretched  plan. 
His  fkittifh  wit,  o'erleaping  the  due  bound, 
Commits  flat  trefpafs  upon  tragic  ground. 
Quarrels,  upbraidings,  jealoufies,   and  fpleen. 
Grow  too  familiar  in  the  comic  fcene. 
Tinge  but  the  language  with  heroic  chime, 
'Tis  Paffion,  Pathos,  Character,  Sublime ! 
What  round  big  words  had  fwell'd  the  pompous  fcene, 
A  king  the  hufband,  and  the  wife  a  queen  ! 
Then  might  Diflradion  rend  her  graceful  hair, 
See  fightlefs  forms,  and  fcream,  and  gape,  and  flare. 
Drawcanfir  death  had  rag'd  without  controul, 
Here  the  drawn  dagger,  there  the  poifon'd  bowl. 

What 
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What  eyes  had  ftream'd  at  all  the  whining  woe ! 
What  hands  had  thunder'd  at  each  Hah  !  and  Oh  ! 

But  peace  !  the  gentle  prologue  cuftom  fends. 
Like  drum  and  ferjeant,  to  beat  up  for  friends. 
At  vice  and  folly,  each  a  lawful  game, 
Our  author  flies,  but  with  no  partial  aim. 
He  read  the  manners,  open  as  they  lie 
In  nature's  volume  to  the  general  eye. 
Books  too  he  read,  nor  blufh'd  to  ufe  their  ftore.  — 
He  does  but  what  his  betters  did  before. 
Shakefpeare  has  done  it,  and  the  Grecian  ftage 
Caught  truth  of  character  from  Homer's  page. 

If  in  his  fcenes  an  honeft  fldll  is  fliewn, 
And  borrowing,  little,  much  appears  his  own  ; 
If  what  a  matter's  happy  pencil  drew 
He  brings  more  forward,  in  dramatic  view ; 
To  your  decifion  he  fubmits  his  caufe, 
Secure  of  candour,  anxious  for  applaufe. 


But 
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But  if,  all  rude,  his  artlefs  fcenes  deface 
The  limple  beauties  which  he  meant  to  grace  ; 
If,  an  invader  upon  others  land, 
He  fpoil  and  plunder  with  a  robber's  hand, 
»  Do  juftice  on  him  !  —  As  on  fools  before, 
And  give  to  Blockheads  paft  one  Blockhead  more* 

xfVi  .r,d  /^dlkfj;y^^ 


The 
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The  Nightingale,  the  Owl,  and  the  Cuckow. 
A         FABLE. 

Addreffed  to  DAVID  GAR  RICK,  Efq. 
On  the  report  of  his  retiring  from  the  ftage,  Dec.  1 760* 

CRITICS,  who  like  the  fcarecrows  ftand 
Upon  the  poet's  common  land, 
And  with  feverity  of  fenfe, 
Drive  all  imagination  thence, 
Say  that  in  truth  lies  all  fublime, 
Whether  you  write  in  profe  or  rhyme. 
And  yet  the  truth  may  lofe  its  grace, 
If  blurted  to  a  perfon's  face  ; 
Efpecially,  if  what  you  fpeak 
Shou'd  crimfon  o'er  the  glowing  cheek : 
For  when  you  throw  that  flaver  o'er  him, 
And  tumble  out  your  praife  before  him. 
However  juft  the  application, 
It  looks  a-fquint  at  adulation* 

I  would 
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I  would  be  honeft  and  fincere, 
But  not  a  flatterer,  or  fevere. 
Need  I  be  furly,  rough,  uncouth, 
That  folks  may  think  I  love  the  Truth  ? 
And  She,  good  dame,  with  Beauty's  Queen, 
Was  not  at  all  times  naked  feen  : 
For  every  boy,  with  Prior,  knows, 
By  accident  flie  loft  her  cloaths, 
When  Falfliood  ftole  them  to  difguife 
Her  mifbegotten  brood  of  lies. 
Why  fhou'd  the  prudifh  Goddefs  dwell 
Down  at  the  bottom  of  a  well, 
But  that  (he  is  in  piteous  fright, 
Left,  rifing  up  to  mortal  fight, 
The  modeft  world  fhou'd  fleer  and  flout  her, 
With  not  a  rag  of  cloaths  about  her  ? 
Yet  fhe  might  wear  a  proper  drefs 
And  keep  her  eflence  ne'erthelefc. 
So  Delia's  boibm  ftill  will  rife, 
And  fafcinate  her  lover's  eyes, 
Tho'  round  her  ivory  neck  fhe  draws, 
The  decent  fliade  of  fpecious  gauze. 

O 
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I  hear  it  buzz'd  about  the  table. 
What  can  this  lead  to  ?  —  Sirs, 

A  FABLE. 

When  Birds  allow'd  the  Eagle's  fway, 
E'er  Eagles  turn'd  to  fowls  of  prey, 
His  Royal  Majefty  of  Air 
Took  Mufic  underneath  his  care; 
And,  for  his  queen  and  court's  delight, 
Commanded  Concerts  ev'ry  night. 
Here  every  Bird  of  Parts  might  enter, 
The  Nightingale  was  made  Praecentor  j 
Under  whofe  care  and  juft  direction, 
Merit  was  fure  to  meet  protection. 
The  Lark,  the  Blackbird,  and  the  Robin 
This  concert  always  bore  a  bob  in  : 
The  beft  performers  all  were  in  it, 
The  Thrum,  Canary-bird,  and  Linnet. 

But  Birds,  alas !  are  apt  to  aim 
At  things,  to  which  they've  fmalleft  claim. 

The 
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The  flaring  Owl,  with  hideous  hoot, 
Offer'd  his  fervice  for  a  flute. 
The  Cuckow  needs  would  join  the  band  ; 
"  The  Thrufli  is  but  a  paultry  hand  : 
"  And  I  can  beft  fupply  that  place, 
"  For  I've  a  fhake,  a  fwell,   a  grace." 

The  Manager  their  fuit  preferr'd  : 
Both  tun'd  their  pipes,  and  both  were  heard ; 
Yet  each  their  feveral  praifcs  mifs'd, 
For  both  were  heard,  and  both  were  hifs'd. 

The  Cuckow  hence,  with  rancour  ftirr'd, 
(A  kind  of  periodic  bird, 
Of  nafty  hue,  and  body  fcabby, 
No  would-be  play-wright  half  fo  fliabby) 
Reviles,  abufes,  and  defames, 
Screams  from  a  branch,  and  calls  hard  names, 
And  ftrikes  at  Nightingale  or  Lark, 
Like  Lifbon  ruffians,  in  the  dark. 

O  2  The 


The  Owl  harangues  the  gaping  throng 
On  Powrs,  and  excellence  of  fong. 
"  The  Blackbird's  note  has  loft  its  force; 
"  The  Nightingale  is  downright  hoarfe  ; 
«  The  Linnet's  harfli ;  the  Robin  flirill  ; 
"  —  The  Sparrow  has  prodigious  {kill ! 

At  length  they  had  what  they  defir'd  i 
The  fkilfull  Nightingale  retir'd. 
When  Folly  came,  with  wild  Uproar, 
And  Harmony  was  heard  no  more. 


JO* 


Two 
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TWO  O       D 


OX1NANTA    STNETOISIN-  E  £ 

AE     TO    DAN,    EPMHNEX1N     , 

XATIZEI.  PINDAR,  Olymp.  II. 


ODE  L 


I.  i. 

DAUGHTER  of  Chaos  and  old  Night, 
Cimmerian  Mufe,  all  hail ! 

That  wrapt  in  never-twinkling  gloom  canft  writey 
And  fhadoweft  meaning  with  thy  dufky  veil ! 

What 

*  I  take  the  liberty  of  inferting  the  two  following  Odes,  though  I  can- 
not, with  ftrict  propriety,  print  them  as  my  own  compofition.  The 
truth  is,  they  were  written  in  concert  with  a  friend,  to  whofe  labours  I  am 
always  happy  to  add  my  own  :  I  mean  the  Author  of  the  Jealous  Wife, 


What  Poet  fings,  and  ftrikes  the  firings  ? 
It  was  the  mighty  Theban  fpoke. 
He  from  the  ever-living  Lyre 
With  magic  hand  elicits  fire. 
Heard  ye  the  din  of  Modern  Rhimers  bray  ? 

It  was  cool  M n  :   or  warm  G — yy 

Involv'd  in  tenfold  fmoke. 

I.       2. 

The  mallow  Fop  in  antic  veft, 

Tir'd  of  the  beaten  road, 
Proud  to  be  fingularly  dreft, 
Changes,  with  every  changing  moon,  the  mode. 
Say,  fhall  not  then  the  heav'n-born  Mufes  too 

Variety  purfue  ? 

Shall  not  applauding  critics  hail  the  vogue  ? 
Whether  the  Mufe  the  ftile  of  Cambria's  fons, 
Or  the  rude  gabble  of  the  Huns, 
Or  the  broader  dialed 
Of  Caledonia  me  affed, 
Or  take,  Hibernia,  thy  ftill  ranker  brogue  ? 

I-     3 
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On  this  terreftial  ball 

The  tyrant,  Fafliion,  governs  all. 
She,  fickle  Goddefs,  whom,  in  days  of  yore, 
The  Ideot  Moria,  on  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Unto  an  antic  fool,   hight  Andrew,   bore. 

Long  fhe  paid  him  with  difdain, 
And  long  his  pangs  in  filence  he  conceal'd  : 
At  length,  in  happy  hour,  his  love-fick  pain 
On  thy  bleft  Calends,  April,  he  reveal'd. 

From  their  embraces  fprung, 
Ever  changing,  ever  ranging, 

Fafhion,  Goddefs  ever  young. 

II.      i. 

Perch'd  on  the  dubious  height,  She  loves  to  ride, 

Upon  a  weather-cock,  aftride. 
Each  blaft  that  blows,  around  flie  goes, 
While  nodding  o'er  her  creft, 

Emblem 
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Emblem  of  her  magic  pow'r, 

The  light  Cameleon  ftands  confeft, 

Changing  it's  hues  a  thoufand  times  an  hour. 

And  in  a  veft  is  fhe  array 'd, 
Of  many  a  dancing  moon-beam  made, 

Nor  zonelefs  is  her  waift  : 
But  fair  and  beautiful,   I  ween, 
As  the  ceftos-cin&ur'd  Queen, 
Is  with  the  Rainbow's  fhadowy  girdle  brac'd. 

II.        2. 

She  bids  purfue  the  fav'rite  road 

Of  lofty  cloud-capt  Ode. 
Meantime  each  Bard,  with  eager  fpeed, 

Vaults  on  the  Pegafean  Steed  : 

i 

Yet  not  that  Pegafus,  of  yore 
Which  th'  illuftrious  Pindar  bore, 

t      But  one  of  nobler  breed. 
High  blood  and  youth  his  lufty  veins  infpire. 

From  Tottipontimoy  He  came, 
Who  knows  not,  Tottipontimoy,  thy  name  ? 
The  bloody-fhoulder'd  Arab  was  his  Sire.  *  His 
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*  His  White-nofe.     He  on  fam'd  Doncaftria's  pkins 

Refign'd  his  fated  breath : 
In  vain  for  life  the  ftruggling  courfer  ftrains. 
Ah !  who  can  run  the  race  with  death  ? 
The  tyrant's  fpeed,  or  man  or  fteed, 

Strives  all  in  vain  to  fly. 
He  leads  the  chace,  he  wins  the  race, 
We  ftumble,  fall,  and  die. 

ii.  3. 

Third  from  Whitenofe  fprings 
Pegafus  with  eagle  wings  : 
Light  o'er  the  plain,  as  dancing  cork, 
With  many  a  bound  he  beats  the  ground, 
While  all  the  Turf  with  acclamation  rings. 
He  won  Northampton,  Lincoln,  Oxford,  York : 
He  too  Newmarket  won. 
There  Granta's  Son 

P  Seiz'd 


*  The  Author  is  either  miftaken  in  this  place,  or  has  elfe  indulged 
himfelf  in  a  very  unwarrantable  poetical  licence.     Whitenofe  was  not 

the  Sire,  but  a  Son  of  the  Godolphin  Arabian.     See  my  Calendar. 

HEBER. 
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Seiz'd  on  the  Steed ; 
And  thence  him  led,  (fo  fate  decreed) 
To  where  old  Cam,  renown'd  in  poet's  fong, 
With  his  dark  and  inky  waves. 
Either  bank  in  filence  laves, 
Winding  flow  his  fluggifli  ftreams  along, 

III.     i. 

What  {tripling  neat,  of  vifage  fweet, 

In  trimmeft  guife  array 'd, 
Firft  the  neighing  Steed  aflfay'd  ? 
His  hand  a  taper  fwitch  adorns,  his  heel 
Sparkles  refulgent  with  elaftick  fteel : 
The  whiles  he  wins  his  whiffling  way, 

Prancing,  ambling,  round  and  round, 
By  hill,  and  dale,  and  mead,  and  greenfwerd  gay  : 

Till  fated  with  the  pleafing  ride, 
From  the  lofty  Steed  difmounting, 
He  lies  along,  en  wrapt  in  confcious  pride, 
By  gurgling  rill  or  cryftal  fountain. 

III.     2, 


III.       2. 

Lo  !  next,  a  Bard,  fecure  of  praife, 
His  felf-complacent  countenance  difplays. 
His  broad  Muftachios,  ting'd  with  golden  die, 
Flame,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air  : 
Proud  his  demeanor,  and  his  eagle  eye, 
O'er-hung  with  lavifh  lid,  yet  fhone  with  glorious  glare. 

The  grizzle  grace 
Of  bufhy  peruke  fhadow'd  o'er  his  face. 

In  large  wide  boots,  whofe  ponderous  weight 
Would  fink  each  wight  of  modern  date, 
He  rides,  well  pleas'd.     So  large  a  pair 
Not  Garagantua's  felf  might  wear  : 
Not  He,  of  nature  fierce  and  cruel, 
Who,  if  we  truft  to  antient  Ballad, 
Devoured  Three  Pilgrims  in  a  Sallad  ; 
Nor  He  of  fame  germane,  hight  Pantagruel. 

P    2  III.    3. 
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Accoutred  thus,  th'  adventrous  Youth. 
Seeks  not  the  level  lawn,  or  velvet  mead, 

Faft  by  whofe  fide  clear  ftreams  meandring  creep  • 

But  urges  on  amain  the  fiery  Steed 
Up  Snowdon's  fhaggy  fide,  or  Cambrian  rock  uncouth : 

Where  the  venerable  herd 
Of  Goats,  with  long  and  fapient  beard, 
And  wanton  Kidlings  their  blithe  revels  keep. 
Now  up  the  mountain  fee  him  ftrain  ! 

Now  down  the  vale  he's  toft, 
Now  flafhes  on  the  fight  again, 
Now  in  the  Palpable  Obfcure  quite  loft. 

IV.     i. 

Man's  feeble  race  eternal  dangers  wait, 
With  high  or  low,  all,  all,  is  woe, 
Difeafe,  mifchance,  pale  fear,  and  dubious  fate. 

But, 


But,  orer  every  peril  bounding, 
Ambition  views  not  all  the  ills  furrounding, 
And,  tiptoe  on  the  mountain's  fteep, 
Reflects  not  on  the  yawning  deep*. 

IV.        2, 

See,  fee,  he  foars  !  With  mighty  wings  outfpread, 
And  long  refounding  mane, 
The  Courfer  quits  the  plain. 
Aloft  in  air,  fee,  fee  him  bear 

The  Bard,  who  fhrouds 
His  Lyrick  Glory  in  the  clouds, 
Too  fond  to  ftrike  the  ftars  with  lofty  head! 
He  topples  headlong  from  the  giddy  height, 
Deep  in  the  Cambrian  Gulph  immerg'd  in  endlefs  night. 


IV. 


O  Steed  Divine  !  what  daring  fpirit 
Rides  thee  now  ?  tho'  he  inherit 

Nor 
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Nor  the  pride,  nor  felf-opinion, 

Which  elate  the  mighty  Pair, 

Each  of  Tafte  the  fav'rite  minion, 

Prancing  thro'  the  defert  air ; 
By  help  mechanick  of  Equeftrian  Block, 
Yet  fhall  he  mount,  with  claflick  houfings  grac'd, 
And,  all  unheedful  of  the  Critick  Mock, 
Drive  his  light  Courier  o'er  the  bounds  of  Tafte. 


ODE 


4& 


ODE     to     OBLIVION. 

I. 

*Y^ARENT   OF   EASE  \  OBLIVION  old, 

A  Who  lov'ft  thy  dwelling-place  to  hold, 
Where  fcepter'd  Pluto  keeps  his  dreary  fway, 
Whole  fullen  pride  the  fhiv'ring  ghofts  obey  ! 

Thou 


*  According  to  Lilkeus,  who  beftows  the  Parental  Function  on 

Oblivion. 

Verba  OBLIVISCENDI  regunt  GENITIVUM. 

Lib.  xiii.  Cap.  8. 
There  is  a  fimilar  paflage  in  Bufbaeus, 


Thou,  who  delighteft  ftill  to  dwell 

By  fome  hoar  and  mofs-grown  cell, 
At  whofe  dank  foot  Cocytus  joys  to  roll, 
Or  Styx'  black  ftreams,  which  even  Jove  controul ! 

Or  if  it  fuit  thy  better  will 

To  chufe  the  tinkling  weeping  rill, 
Hard  by  whofe  fide  the  feeded  poppy  red 
Heaves  high  in  air  his  fweetly  curling  head. 

While,  creeping  in  meanders  flow, 

Lethe's  drowzy  waters  flow, 
And  hollow  blafts,  which  never  ceafe  to  figh, 
Hum  to  each  care-ftruck  mind  their  lulla-lulla-by ! 
A  prey  no  longer  let  me  be 
To  that  goffip,  MEMORY, 

Who  waves  her  banners  trim,  and  proudly  £ies 
To  fpread  abroad  her  bribble-brabble  lies. 

With  Thee,  OBLIVION,  let  me  go, 
For  MEMORY'S  a  friend  to  woe; 
With  thee,  FORGETFULNESS,  fair  filent  Queen, 
The  folemn  ftole  of  grief  is  never  feen. 


IL 
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It 


All,  all  is  thine.     Thy  pow'rful  fway 

The  throng'd  poetic  hofts  obey. 
Tho'  in  the  van  of  MEM'RY  proud  tr  appear, 
At  thy  command  they  darken  in  the  rear. 

What  tho'  the  modern  Tragic  ftrain 

For  nine  whole  days  protract  thy  reign, 
Yet  thro'  the  Nine,  like  whelps  of  currifh  kind, 
Scarcely  it  lives,  weak,  impotent,  and  blind. 

Sacred  to  Thee  the  Crambo  Rhime, 

The  motley  forms  of  Pantomime  : 
For  Thee  from  Eunuch's  throat  ftill  loves  to  flow 
The  foothing  fadnefs  of  his  warbled  woe  : 

Each  day  to  Thee  falls  Pamphlet  clean : 

Each  month  a  new-born  Magazine  : 
Hear  then,  O  GODDESS,  hear  thy  vot'ry's  pray'r  ! 
And,  if  Thou  deign'ft  to  take  one  moment's  care, 

Attend  Thy  Bard  !  who  duly  pays 

The  tribute  of  his  votive  lays ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  Mufe  ftill  offers  at  thy  facred  flirine  ;  — 
Thy  Bard,  who  calls  THEE  His,  and  makes  Him  THINE, 

O,  fweet  FORGETFULNESS,  fupreme 

Rule  fupine  o'er  ev'ry  theme, 
O'er  each  fad  fubject,  o'er  each  Toothing  ftrain, 
Of  mine,  O  GODDESS,  ftretch  thine  awful  reign  ! 

Nor  let  MEM'RY  fteal  one  note, 

Which  this  rude  hand  to  Thee  hath  wrote  J 
So  flialt  thou  fave  me  from  the  Poet's  fhame, 
Tho'  on  the  letter'd  Rubric  DODSLEY  poftmy  Name. 


III. 


O  come  !  with  opiate  poppies  crown'd, 

Shedding  flumbers  foft  around  ! 

O  come !   FAT  GODDE.SS,  drunk  with  Laureat's 

Sack !  — 
See,  where  fhe  fits  on  the  benumb'd  Torpedo's 

back? 

Me,  in  thy  dull  Elyfium  lapt,  O  blefs 
With  thy  calm  Forgetfulnefs  J 

And 
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And  gently  lull  my  fenfes  all  the  while 
With  placid  poems  in  the  finking  ftile ! 
Whether  the  Herring -Poet  fing, 
Great  Laureat  of  the  Fifties'  King, 
Or  Lycophron  prophetic  rave  his  fill. 
Wrapt  in  the  darker  ftrains  of  Johnny  — ; 

Or,  if  HE  fing,  whofe  verfe  affords 

A  bevy  of  the  choice/I  words, 
Who  meets  his  Lady  Mufe  by  mofs-grown  cell, 
Adorn'd  with  epithet  and  tinkling  bell  : 

Thefe,  GODDESS,  let  me  ftill  forget, 

With  all  the  dearth  of  Modern  Wit ! 
So  may'ft  Thou  gently  o'er  my  youthful  breaft 
Spread,  with  thy  welcome  hand,  OBLIVION'S  friendly 
veft. 


THE 


THE 

LAW-STUDENT. 

An        E     P     I     S      T     L     E, 

Addreffed  to  the  Author  of 

The  JEALOUS  WIFE; 

With  a  Preface  by  , 

BEN     JONSON. 
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POETASTER. 

ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

•-:">•<  vj| 

OVID,    Luscus. 

v/i   ,'•'•*.'{ 

Ovid.   "  CT*H  EN,  when  this  body  falls  in  funeral  fire, 
"  "       My  name Jhall  live,  and  my  beft  part  afpire" 
It  fhall  go  fo. 

Lufc.  Yoimg  matter,  matter  Ovid,  do  you  hear  ? 
Gods  a'me  !  away  with  your  fongs,  and  fonnets  ;  and 
on  with  your  gown  and  cap  quickly :  here,  here,  your 
father  will  be  a  man  of  this  room  prefently.  Come, 
nay,  nay,  nay,  nay,  be  brief.  Thefe  verfes  too,  a 
poyfon  on  'em,  I  cannot  abide  'em,  they  make  me 
ready  to  caft,  by  the  banks  of  Helicon.  Nay,  look, 
what  a  rafcally  untoward  thing  this  poetry  is ;  I  could 


tear  7em  now. 


Ovid.  <rive  me,  how  near's  my  father  ? 
Lufc.  Heart  a'  man :   get  a  law-book  in  your  hand, 
I  will  not  anfwer  you  elfe.     Why  fo,  now  there's 

forne 
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fome  formality  in  you.  By  Jove,  and  three  or  four 
of  the  gods  more,  I  am  right  of  mine  old  mafter's 
humour  for  that ;  this  villainous  poetry  will  undo  you 
by  the  welkin. 

Ovid.  What  haft  thou  bufkins  on,  Lufcus,  that 
thou  fwear'ft  fo  tragically  and  high? 

Lufc.  No,  but  I  have  boots  on,  fir,  and  fo  has  your 
father  too  by  this  time ;  for  he  call'd  for  'em,  e're  I 
came  from  the  lodging. 

Ovid.  Why  ?  was  he  no  readier  ? 

Lufc.  O  no  ;  and  there  was  the  mad  ikeldring  cap- 
tain, with  the  velvet  arms,  ready  to  lay  hold  on  him 
as  he  comes  down  :  he  that  prefles  every  man  he 
meets,  with  an  oath  to  lend  him  money,  and  cries, 
(Thou  muft  do't  old  boy,  as  thou  art  a  man,  a  man 
of  worfhip.) 

Ovid.  Who  ?  Pantilius  Tucca  ? 

Lufc.  I,  he  \  and  I  met  little  mafter  Lupus,  the 
tribune,  going  thither  too. 

Ovid.  Nay,  an'  he  be  under  their  arreft,  I  may 
(with  fafety  enough)  read  over  my  elegy  before  he 
come. 

Lufc. 


C    »*  ] 

Lufc.  Gods  a'  me  ?  what'll  you  do  ?  Why  young 
mafter,  you  are  not  Caftalian  mad,  lunatick,  frantick, 
deiperate  ?  ha  ! 

Ovid.  What  ail'ft  thou,  Lufcus  ? 

Lufc.  God  be  with  you,  fir,  I'll  leave  you  to  your 
poetical  fancies,  and  furies.  I'll  not  be  guilty,  I. 

Ovid.  Be  not,  good  ignorance :  I'm  glad  th'art  gone : 
For  thus  alone,  our  ear  fhall  better  judge 
The  hafty  errors  of  our  morning  mufe. 

[Reads  an  elegy  ending  with 
My  name  Jh all  live^  and  my  beft  fart  afpire. 

SCENE       II. 

";-'jjr! 
Ovidfenwr^  Ovid  junior^  Lufcus,  Tucca,  Lupus,  Pyrgus. 


'    '*  . -MX          tiii    ,\  t'VJ 

Ovidfe.  Your  name  Jh  all  live  indeed,  fir  ;  you  fay 
true  :  but  how  infamoufly,  how  fcorn'd  and  con- 
temn'd  in  the  eyes  and  ears  of  the  beft  and  graveft 
Romans,  that  you  think  not  on :  you  never  fo  much 
as  dream  of  that.  Are  thefe  the  fruits  of  all  my  tra- 

R  vail 
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vail  and  expences  ?  Is  this  the  fcope  and  aim  of  thy 
ftudies  ?  Are  thefe  the  hopeful  courfes,  wherewith  I 
have  fo  long  flattered  my  expectation  from  thee  ? 
Verfes  ?  Poetry  ?  Ovid,  whom  I  thought  to  fee  the 
pleader,  become  Ovid  the  play-maker  ? 

Ovidju.   No,  fir. 

Ovid  fe.  Yes,  fir ;  I  hear  of  a  tragedy  of  yours 
coming  forth  for  the  common  players  there,  call'd 
Medea.  By  my  houfhold-gods,  if  I  come  to  the 
acting  of  it,  Til  add  one  tragic  part  more  than  is  yet 
expected  to  it ;  believe  me  when  1  promife  it.  What  ? 
fhall  I  have  my  fon  a  ftager  now  ?  an  enghle  for  play- 
ers ?  a  gull  ?  a  rook  ?  a  fhot-clog  ?  to  make  fuppers, 
and  be  laugh' d  at  ?  Publius,  I  will  fet  thee  on  the  fu- 
neral pile  firft. 

Ovid  ju.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  to  have  patience. 

Lup.  Indeed,  Marcus  Ovid,  thefe  players  ftjie  an 
idle  generation,  and  do  much  harm  in  a  ftate,  corrupt 
young  gentry  very  much,  I  know  it :  I  have  not  been 
a  tribune  thus  long  and  obferv'd  nothing;  befides, 
they  will  rob  us,  us,  that  are  magiftrates,  of  our  re- 
Tpecl:,  bring  us  upon  their  ftages,  and  make  us  ridi- 
culous 


culous  to  the  plebeians ;  they  will  play  you  or  me, 
the  wifeft  men  they  can  come  by  ftill,  only  to  bring 
us  in  contempt  with  the  vulgar,  and  make  us 
cheap. 

Tuc.  Th'art  in  the  right,  my  venerable  cropfhin, 
they  will  indeed,  the  tongue  of  the  oracle  never 
twang'd  truer.  Your  courtier  cannot  kifs  his  fni- 
ftrefs's  flippers  in  quiet  for  'em ;  nor  your  white  in- 
nocent gallant  pawn  his  revelling  fuit  to  make  his 
punk  a  fupper.  An  honeft  decay'd  commander  can- 
not fkelder,  cheat,  nor  be  feen  in  a  bawdy-houfe,  but 
lie  fhall  be  ftrait  in  one  of  their  wormwood  comedies. 
They  are  grown  licentious,  the  rogues ;  libertines, 
flat  libertines.  They  forget  they  are  i  the  ftatute, 
the  rafcals  ;  they  are  blazon'd  there ;  there  they  are 
trick'd,  they  and  their  pedigrees ;  they  need  no  other 
heralds,  I  wifs. 

Ovidfe*  Methinks,  if  nothing  elfe,  yet  this  alone, 
the  very  reading  of  the  public  edicts,  fliould  fright 
thee  from  commerce  with  them,  and  give  thee  diftafte 
enough  of  their  actions.  But  this  betrays  what  a 

R  2  ftudent 


: 
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ftudent  you   are,  this  argues  your  proficiency  in  the 
Law. 

Ovid  ju.  They  wrong  me,  fir,  and  do  abufe  you 

more, 

That  blow  your  ears  with  thefe  untrue  reports. 
I  am  not  known  unto  the  open  ftage, 
Nor  do  I  traffick  in  their  theatres. 
Indeed,  I  do  acknowledge,  at  requeft 
Of  fome  meer  friends,  and  honourable  Romans, 
I  have  begun  a  poem  of  that  nature, 

Ovid  fe.  You   have,  fir,  a  poem  ?  and  where  is't  ? 
That's  the  Law  you  ftudy. 

Ovid  ju.  Cornelius  Gallus  borrowed  it  to  read. 

Ovid.fe.  Cornelius  Gallus  ;  There's  another  gallant 
too  hath  drunk  of  the  fame  poifon,  and  Tibullus  and 
Propertius.  But  thefe  are  gentlemen  of  means  and 
revenues  now.  Thou  art  a  younger  brother,  and  haft 
nothing  but  thy  bare  exhibition  ;  which  I  proteft  fhall 
be  bare  indeed,  if  thou  forfake  not  thefe  unprofitable 
by-courfes,  and  that  timely  too.  Name  me  a  profeft 
poet,  that  his  poetiy  did  ever  afford  him  fo  much  as  a 
competency.  I,  your  god  of  poets  there  (whom  all  of 

you 
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you  admire  and  reverence  fo  much)  Homer,  he  whole 
worm-eaten  ftatue  muft  not  be  fpewed  againft,  but 
with  hallow'd  lips  and  groveling  adoration,  what  was 
lie  ?  what  was  he  ? 

Tuc.  Marry,  I'll  tell  thee,  old  fwaggerer ;  he  was  a 
poor,  blind,  rhyming  rafcal,  that  liv'd  obfcurely  up 
and  down  in  booths  and  tap-houfes,  and  fcarce  ever 
made  a  good  meal  in  his  fleep,  the  whorefon  hungry 
beggar. 

Ovid  fe.  He  fays  well :  Nay,  I  know  this  nettles 
you  now;  but  anfwer  me,  is't  not  true?  You'll  tell 
me  his  name  fliall  live  ;  and  that  (now  being  dead)  his 
works  have  eternis'd  him,  and  made  him  divine ;  but 
could  this  divinity  feed  him  while  he  liv'd  ?  could 
his  name  feaft  him? 

Tuc.  Or  purchafe  him  a  fenator's  revenue  ?  could  it  ? 

Ovid  fe.  I,  or  give  him  place  in  the  common- 
wealth ?  worfhip,  or  attendants  ?  make  him  be  carried 
in  his  litter  ? 

Tuc.  Thou  fpeakeft  fentences,  old  Bias. 

Lup.  All  this  the  Law  will  do,  young  fir,  if  you'll 
follow  it. 

Ovid 
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Ovid  fe.  If  he  be  mine,  he  fhall  follow  and  obferve 
what  I  will  apt  him  to,  or  I  profefs  here  openly  and 
utterly  to  difclaim  him. 

Ovid ju.  Sir,  let  me  crave  you  will  forego   thefe 

moods : 

I  will  be  any  thing,  or  ftudy  any  thing ; 
I'll  prove  the  unfafliion'd  body  of  the  Law 
Pure  elegance,  and  make  her  rugged'ft  ftrains 
Run  fmoothly  as  Proper tius'  elegies. 

Ovidfe.  Propertius'  elegies  ?  good  ! 

Lup.  Nay,  you  take  him  too  quickly,  Marcus. 

Ovid  fe.  Why,  he  cannot  fpeak,  he  cannot  think 
out  of  poetry ;  he  is  be  witch' d  with  it 

Lup.  Come,  do  not  mif-prife  him. 

Ovrdfe.  Mif-prize  ?  I  marry,  I  would  have  him  ufe 
fome  fuch  words  now ;  they  have  fome  touch,  fome 
tafte  of  the  Law.  He  fhould  make  himfelf  a  ftile  out 
of  thefe,  and  let  his  Propertius'  elegies  go  by. 

Lup.  Indeed,  young  Publius,  he  that  will  now  hit 
the  mark,  muft  fhoot  through  the  Lav/  ;  we  have  no 
other  planet  reigns,  and  in  that  fphere  you  may  fit  and 
fing  with  angels.  Why,  the  Law  makes  a  man  happy, 

without 
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without  refpe&mg  any  other  merit ;  a  fimplc  fcholar, 
or  none  at  all,  may  be  a  lawyer. 

Tuc.  He  tells  thee  true,  my  noble  Neophyte  ;  my 
little  grammaticafter,  he  does:  it  fliall  never  put 
thee  to  thy  mathematicks,  metaphyficks,  phik»fophy, 
and  I  know  not  what  fuppos'd  fuificiencies ;  if  thou 
canft  but  have  the  patience  to  plod  enough,  talk,  and 
make  a  noife  enough,  be  impudent  enough,  and  'tis 
enough. 

Lup.  Three  books  will  furnifh  you. 

Tuc.  And  the  lefs  art  the  better :  befides,  when 
it  fhall  be  in  the  power  of  thy  chevril  confcience  to 
do  right  or  wrong  at  thy  pleafure,  my  pretty  Alci- 
biades. 

Lup.  I,  and  to  have  better  men  than  himfelf,  by 
many  thoufand  degrees,  to  obferve  him,  and  ftand 

bare. 

' i  -    -  i 

Tuc.  True,  and  he  to  carry  himfelf  proud  and 
ftately,  and  have  the  law  on  his  fide  for't,  old  boy. 

Ovid.  fe.  Well,  the  day  grows  old,  gentlemen,  and 
I  muft  leave  you.  Publius,  if  thou  wilt  have  my  fa- 
vour, abandon  thefe  idle  fruitlefs  ftudies  that  fo  be- 
witch 
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witch  thee.  Send  Janus  home  his  back-face  again, 
and  look  only  forward  to  the  law :  intend  that.  I 
will  allow  thee  what  {hall  fute  thee  in  the  rank  of 
gentlemen,  and  maintain  thy  fociety  with  the  beft ; 
and  under  thefe  conditions  I  leave  thee.  My  blef- 
fings  light  upon  thee,  if  thou  refpect  them  ;  if  not, 
mine  eyes  may  drop  for  thee,  but  thine  own  heart 
will  ake  for  itfelf ;  and  fo  farewel. 


ou 
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To     GEORGE     C  O  L  M  A  N,     Efq. 


ld  tibi  cum  Cirrha  ?  quid  cum  Permeffidos  undd  ? 
Romanum  propius  divitiufque  Forum  eft. 

MART. 


NOW  Chrift-Church  left,  and  fixt  at  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Th'  important  ftudies  of  the  Law  begin. 
Now  groan  the  {helves  beneath  th'  unufual  charge 
Of  Records,  Statutes,  and  Reports  at  large. 
Each  Claflic  Author  feeks  his  peaceful  nook, 
And  modeft  Virgil  yields  his  place  to  Coke. 
No  more,  ye  Bards,  for  vain  precedence  hope, 
But  even  Jacob  take  the  lead  of  Pope ! 

i  ;••    ,[->n.;"'tjm  IrriT 

While  the  pil'd  {helves  {ink  down  on  one  another, 
And  each  huge  folio  has  its  cumb'rous  brother, 

S  While 


While,  arm'd  with  thefe,  the  Student  views  with  awe 

His  rooms  become  the  magazine  of  Law, 

Say  whence  fo  few  fucceed  ?  where  thoufands  aim, 

So  few  e'er  reach  the  promis'd  goal  of  fame  ? 

Say,  why  Caecilius  quits  the  gainful  trade 

For  regimentals,  fword,  and  fmart  cockade? 

Or  Sextus  why  his  firft  profeflion  leaves 

For  narrower  band,  plain  iTiirt,  and  pudding  fleeves  ? 

The  depth  of  Law  afks  ftudy,  thought,  and  care ; 
Shall  we  feek  thefe  in  rich  Alonzo's  heir  ? 
Such  diligence,  alas !  is  feldom  found 
In  the  brifk  heir  to  forty  thoufand  pound. 
Wealth,  •  that  excufes  folly,  floth  creates, 
Few,  who  can  Ipend,  e'er  learn  to  get  eflates. 
What  is  to  him  dry  cafe,  or  dull  report, 
Who  ftudies  fafhions  at  the  Inns  of  Court ; 
And  proves  that  thing  of  emptinefs  and  {how, 
That  mungrel,  half-form'd  thing,  a  Temple-Beau  ? 
Obferve  him  daily  fauntring  up  and  down, 
In  purple  flippers,  and  in  filken  gown  ; 

Laft 
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Laft  night's  debauch,  his  morning  converfation ; 
The  coming,   all  his  evening  preparation. 

By  Law  let  others  toil  to  gain  renown ! 
Florio's  a  gentleman,  a  man  o'th'  town. 
He  nor  courts,  clients,  or  the  law  regarding, 
Hurries  from  Nando's  down  to  Covent-Garden. 
Yet  he's  a  Scholar  ;  —  mark  him  in  the  Pit 
With  critic  catcall  found  the  flops  of  wit ! 
Supreme  at  George's  he  harangues  the  throng, 
Cenfor  of  ftile  from  tragedy  to  fong : 
Him  ev'ry  witling  views  with  fecret  awe, 
Deep  in  the  Drama,  {hallow  in  the  Law* 

Others  there  are,  who,  indolent  and  vain, 
Contemn  the  fcience,  they  can  ne'er  attain : 
Who  write,  and  read,  but  all  by  fits  and  ftarts, 
And  varnim  folly  with  the  name  of  Parts ; 
Truft  on  to  Genius,  for  they  fcorn  to  pore, 
Till  e'en  that  little  Genius  is  no  more. 

S  2  Know- 


Knowlege  in  Law  care  only  can  attain, 
Where  honour's  purchas'd  at  the  price  of  pain. 
If,  loit'ring,  up  th'  afcent  you  ceafe  to  climb, 
No  ftarts  of  labour  can  redeem  the  time. 
Induftrious  ftudy  wins  by  flow  degrees, 
True  fons  of  Coke  can  ne'er  be  fons  of  eafe. 

bisriJM  ^'mr/U 

There  are,  whom  Love  of  Poetry  has  fmit, 
Who,  blind  to  intereft,  arrant  dupes  to  wit, 
Have  wander' d  devious  in  the  pleafing  road, 
With  Attic  flowers  and  ClaiTie  wreaths  beftrew'd  : 
Wedded  to  verfe,  embrac'd  the  Mufe  for  life, 
And  ta'en,  like  modern  bucks,  their  whores  to  wife. 
Where'er  the  Mufe  ufurps  defpotic  fway, 
All  other  ftudies  muft  of  force  give  way. 
In t 'reft  in  vain  puts  in  her  prudent  claim, 
Nonfuited  by  the  pow'rful  plea  of  fame. 
As  well  you  might  weigh  lead  againft  a  feather, 
As  ever  jumble  wit  and  law  together. 
On  Littleton  Coke  gravely  thus  remarks, 
(Remember  this,  ye  rhyming  Temple  Sparks  1 ) 

"  In 
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"  In  alt  our  author's  tenures,  fo#  it  ttOtCt), 

"  This  is  the  fourth  time  any  verfe  is  quoted." 
Which,  'gainft  the  Mufe  and  verfe,  may  well  imply 
What  lawyers  call  a  noli  profequi. 

Quit  then,  dear  George,  O  quit  the  barren  field, 
Which  neither  profit  nor  reward  can  yield ! 
What  tho'  the  fprightly  fcene,  well-acled,  draws 
From  unpack'd  Englishmen  unbrib'd  applaufe, 
Some  Monthly  Grub,  fome  Dennis  of  the  age, 
In  print  cries  fharne  on  the  degenerate  ftage  *. 
If  haply  Churchill  ftrive,  with  generous  aimr 
To  fan  the  fparks  of  genius  to  a  flame  ; 
If  all  UN.ASK'D,   UNKNOWING,  AND  UNKNOWN,. 
By  noting  thy  defert,  he  prove  his  own  ; 
Envy  fhall  ftrait  to  Hamilton's  repair, 
And  vent  her  Ipleen,  and  gall,  and  venom  there, 

Thee, 

*  See  the  very  curious  and  veryjhnilar  criticifms  on  the  comedy  of 
the  Jealous  Wife,  in  the  two  Reviews,  together  with  the  moft  malici- 
ous and  infolent  attack  on  that  writer,  and  the  author  of  this  Collection 
in  the  Critical  Review  for  March ;  an  injury  poorly  repaired  by  a 
lame  apology  in  the  Review  for  the  fucceeding  Month,  containing 
frefh  infults  on  one  of  the  injured  parties. 
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Thee,  and  thy  works,  and  all  thy  friends  decry, 
And  boldly  print  and  publifli  a  rank  lie, 
Swear  your  own  hand  the  flatt'ring  likenefs  drew, 
Swear  your  own  breath  fame's  partial  trumpet  blew. 

Well  I  remember  oft  your  friends  have  faid, 
(Friends,  whom  the  fureft  maxims  ever  led) 
Turn  parfon,  Colman,  that's  the  way  to  thrive  ; 
Your  parfons  are  the  happieft  men  alive. 
Judges,  there  are  but  twelve,  and  never  more, 
But  Stalls  untold,  and  Bifhops,  twenty-four. 
Of  pride  and  claret,  floth  and  ven'fon  full, 
Yon  prelate  mark,  right  reverend  and  dull ! 
He  ne'er,  good  man,  need  penfive  vigils  keep 
To  preach  his  audience  once  a  week  to  fleep ; 
On  rich  preferments  battens  at  his  eafe, 
Nor  fweats  for  tithes,  as  lawyers  toil  for  fees. 

Thus  they  advis'd.     I  know  thee  better  far  ; 
And  cry,  ftick  clofe,  dear  Colman,  to  the  Bar ! 
If  genius  warm  thee,  where  can  genius  call 
For  nobler  action  than  in  yonder  hall  ? 

'Tis 
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'Tis  not  enough  each  morn,  on  Term's  approach, 
To  club  your  legal  threepence  for  a  coach  ; 
Then  at  the  Hall  to  take  your  filent  ftand, 
With  ink-horn  and  long  note- book  in  your  hand> 
Marking  grave  ferjeants  cite  each  wife  report, 
And  noting  down  fage  dictums  from  the  court,, 
With  overwhelming  brow,  and  law-learn'd  face,. 
The  index  of  your  book  of  common-place. 

Thefe  are  mere  drudges,  that  can  only  plod, 
And  tread  the  path  their  dull  forefathers  trod, 
Doom'd  thro'  law's  maze,  without  a  clue,  to  range, 
Fromfecond  Vernon  down  tofecond  Strange. 
Do  Thou  uplift  thine  eyes  to  happier  wits  ! 
Dulnefs  no  longer  on  the  woolpack  fits ; 
No  longer  on  the  drawling  dronim  herd 
Are  the  firft  honours  of  the  law  confer'd  ; 
But  they,  whofe  fame  reward's  due  tribute  draws, 
Whofe  active  merit  challenges  applaufe, 
Like  glorious  beacons,  are  fet  high  to  view, 
To  mark  the  paths  which  genius  fhou'd  perfue. 

Ofor 
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O  for  thy  fpirit,  MANSFIELD  !  at  thy  name 
What  bofom  glows  not  with  an  a&ive  flame  ? 
Alone  from  Jargon  born  to  refcue  Law, 
From  precedent,  grave  hum,  and  formal  law ! 
To  ftrip  chican'ry  of  its  vain  pretence, 
And  marry  Common  Law  to  Common  Senfe ! 

PRAT  !  on  thy  lips  perfuafion  ever  hung  ! 
Englifh  falls,  pure  as  Manna,  from  thy  tongue  : 
On  thy  voice  truth  may  reft,  and  on  thy  plea 
Unerring  HENLEY  found  the  juft  decree. 

HENLEY]   than  whom,  to  HARDWICK'S  well-rais'd 

fame, 

No  worthier  fecond  Royal  GEORGE  cou'd  name  : 
No  lawyer  of  prerogative ;  no  tool 
Fafhion'd  in  black  corruption's  pliant  fchool  ; 
Formed  'twixt  the  People  and  the  Crown  to  ftand, 
And  hold  the  fcales  of  right  with  even  hand ! 

True  to  our  hopes,  and  equal  to  his  birth, 
See,  fee  in  YORKE  the  force  of  lineal  worth  1 

But 
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But  why  their  fev'ral  merits  need  I  tell  ? 
Why  on  each  honour 'd  fage's  praifes  dwell  ? 
WILMOT  how  well  his  place,  or  FOSTER  fills? 
Or  fhrew'd  fenfe  beaming  from  the  eye  of  WILLS  ? 

Such,  while  thou  fee'ft  the  public  care  engage, 
Their  fame  increafing  with  increafing  age, 
Rais'd  by  true  genius,  bred  in  Phoebus7  fchool, 
Whofe  warmth  of  foul  found  judgment  knew  to  cool ; 
—  With  fuch  illuftrious  proofs  before  your  eyes, 
Think  not,  my  friend,  youv'e  too  much  wit  to  rife : 
Think  of  the  bench,  the  coif,  long  robe,  and  fee, 
And  leave  the  Prefs  to  *********  ***  **  **. 


The 
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The  Firft  Book  of  the  H  E  N  R  I  A  D  E. 

Tranflated  from  the  French  of  M.  De  VOLTAIRE. 

THY  chieftain,  France,  of  try'd  illuftrious  worth, 
By  right  of  conqueft  king,  by  right  of  birth, 
I  fing.     Who,  tutor' d  in  misfortune's  fchool, 
There  learnt  the  nobleft  fcience,  how  to  Rule  ; 
Bad  Fa&ion's  furious  difcord  ceafe  to  rave, 
Valiant  to  conquer,  merciful  to  fave  ; 
Baffled  the  daring  League's  rebellious  fchemes, 
MAYENNE'S  proud  hopes,  and  Spain's  ambitious  dreams: 
With  civil  prudence  bleft,  with  martial  fire, 
A  nation's  conqueror,  and  a  nation's  fire. 

Truth,  heavenly  maid,  from  th'  Empyraean  height 
Defcend,  and  with  thy  ftrong  and  purefl  light 
My  verfe  illume  !  and  O,  let  mortals  hear 
Thy  facred  word,  and  awfully  revere  ! 

Be 


Be  thou  my  guide  !  thy  fage  experience  brings 
Unerring  maxims  to  the  car  of  kings. 
'Tis  thine,  bleft  maid,  and  only  thine,  to  fhow 
What  moft  befits  the  regal  pow'r  to  know. 
Purge  thou  the  film  from  off  a  nation's  eyes, 
And  fhew  what  ills  from  civil  difcord  rife ! 
Nor  fpare  with  decent  boldnefs  to  difclofe 
The  prince's  errors,  and  the  people's  woes  : 
And  O !  if  fable  e'er,  in  times  of  yore, 
Mix'd  her  foft  accents  with  thy  fterner  lore, 
If  e'er  her  hand  adorn'd  thy  tow'ring  head, 
And  o'er  thy  front  her  milder  graces  fpread ; 
If  e'er  her  fliades,  which  lovingly  unite, 
Bad  thy  fair  form  fpring  ftronger  into  light, 
With  me,  permit  her  all  thy  fteps  to  trace, 
Not  to  conceal  thy  beauties,  but  to  grace  ! 

Still  V A  LOIS  reign'd,  and  funk  in  pleafure's  bow'r, 
O'er  a  mad  ftate  held  loofe  the  reigns  of  pow'r  : 
The  trampled  Law  had  loft  its  ancient  force, 
And  Right  confounded,  mifs'd  her  even  courfc. 

T  2  'Twas 


'Twas  thus  when  VALOIS  France's  fceptre  bore, 
Scepter'd  indeed,   but  now  a  king  no  more  ; 
Not  glory's  minion  now,  the  voice  of  fame 
Swell'd  the  loud  trumpet  to  the  hero's  name ; 
His  laurels  wither'd,  and  all  blafted  now, 
Which  conqueft  hung  upon  his  infant  brow ; 
Whofe  progrefs  Europe  mark'd  with  confcious  fear, 
Whofe  lofs  provok'd  his  country's  common  tear, 
When,  the  long  train  of  all  his  virtues  known, 
The  North  admiring  call'd  him  to  the  throne. 
In  fecond  rank,  the  light  which  ftrikes  the  eyes, 
Rais'd  to  the  firft,  grows  dim,  and  feebly  dies. 
From  war's  ftern  foldier,  active,  firm,  and  brave, 
He  funk  a  monarch,  pleafure's  abject  flave. 
Lull'd  with  foft  eafe,  forgetful  all  of  ftate, 
His  weaknefs  totter'd  with  a  kingdom's  weight ; 
While  loft  in  floth,  and  dead  to  glorious  fame, 
The  fons  of  riot  govern'd  in  his  name. 
QUELUS,  St.  MAIGRIN,  death-cemented  pair, 
JOYEUSE  the  gay,  and  D'  ESPERNON  the  fair, 
The  carelefs  king  in  pleafure  plung'd  with  thefe, 
In  luft  intemperate,  and  lethargic  eafe. 

Mean 
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Mean  time,  the  GUISES,  fortunate  and  brave, 
Catch'd  the  fair  moment  which  his  weaknefs  gave. 
Then  rofe  the  fatal  League  in  evil  hour, 
That  dreadful  rival  of  his  waning  pow'r. 
The  people  blind,   their  facred  Monarch  brav'd, 
Led  by  thofe  Tyrants,  who  their  rights  enflav'A 
His  friends  forfook  him,  helplefs  and  alone, 
His  fervants  chas'd  him  from  his  royal  throne  ; 
Revolted  Paris,  deaf  to  kingly  awe, 
Within  her  gates  the  crouding  ftranger  faw. 
Through  all  the  city  burft  rebellion's  flame  ; 
And  all  was  loft,  when  virtuous  BOURBON  came ; 
Came,  full  of  warlike  ardour,  to  reftore 
That  light  his  prince,  deluded,  had  no  more. 
His  active  prefence  breath' d  an  inftant  flame  • 
No  longer  now  the  fluggifh  fons  of  fhame, 
Onward  they  prefs,  where  glory  calls,  to  arms, 
And  fpring  to  War  from  Pleafure's  filken  charms  : 
To  Paris  gates  both  kings  advance  amain, 
Rome  felt  th'  alarm,  and  trembled  haughty  Spain : 
While  Europe,  watching  where  the  tempeft  falls, 
With  anxious  eyes  beheld  th'  unhappy  walls. 

Within 
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Within  was  DISCORD,  with  her  hell-born  train, 
Stirring  to  war  the  League,  and  haughty  MAYNE, 
The  people,  and  the  church :  and  from  on  high 
Call'd  out  to  Spain,  rebellion's  prompt  ally. 
DISCORD,  dread  monfter,  deaf  to  human  woe, 
To  her  own  fubje&s  an  avengeful  foe, 
JBloody,  impetuous,  eager  to  deftroy, 
In  man's  misfortune  founds  her  hateful  joy  ; 
To  neither  party  ought  of  mercy  fhown, 
Well-pleas'd  fhe  ftabs  the  dagger  in  her  own ; 
Dwells  a  fierce  tyrant  in  the  bread  fhe  fires, 
And  fmiles  to  punifh  what  herfelf  infpires. 

Weft  of  the  city,  near  thofe  borders  gay, 
Where  Seine  obliquely  winds  her  doping  way, 
(Scenes  now,  where  pleafure's  foft  retreats  are  found, 
Where  triumphs  art,   and  nature  fmiles  around, 
Then,  by  the  will  of  fate,  the  bloody  ftage 
For  war's  ftern  combat  and  relentlefs  rage) 
Th'  unhappy  VALOIS  bad  his  troops  advance, 
There  rufh'd  at  once  the  generous  ftrength  of  France. 

A 
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A  thoufand  heroes,  eager  for  the  fight, 

By  fects  divided,  from  revenge  unite. 

Thefe  virtuous  BOURBON  leads,  their  chofen  guide, 

Their  caufe  confederate,  and  their  hearts  allied. 

It  feem'd  the  army  felt  one  common  flame, 

Their  zealr  religion,  caufe,  and  chief  the  fame. 

The  facred  Louis,  fire  of  BOURBON'S  race, 
From  azure  fkies,  befide  the  throne  of  grace, 
With  holy  joy  beheld  his  future  heir, 
And  ey'd  the  Hero  with  paternal  care ; 
With  fuch  as  prophets  feel,  a  bleft  prefage, 
He  faw  the  virtues  of  his  ripening  age  r 
Saw  Glory  round  him  all  her  laurels  deal, 
Yet  wail'd  his  errors,  tho'  he  lov'd  his  zeal ; 
With  eye  prophetic  he  beheld  e'en  now, 
The  crown  of  France  adorn  his  royal  brow ; 
He  knew  the  wreath  was  deftin'd  which  they  gave, 
More  will'd  the  Saint,  the  light  which  fhines  to  fave. 
i'lnhnjjh    %n  :»>.-:  v'f  I/oik  :,^: 

Still  HENRY'S  fteps  mov'd  onward  to  the  throne, 
By  fecret  ways,  e'en  to  himfelf  unknown. 

His 


His  help  from  Heaven  the  Holy  Prophet  fent, 
But  hid  the  arm  his  wife  indulgence  lent ; 
Left  fure  of  conqueft,  he  had  flack'd  his  flame, 
Nor  grappl'd  danger  for  the  meed  of  fame. 

Already  MARS  had  donn'd  his  coat  of  mail, 
And  doubtful  Conqueft  held  her  even  fcale ; 
Carnage  with  blood  had  mark'd  his  purple  way, 
And  flaughter'd  heaps  in  wild  confufion  lay, 
When  V ALOIS  thus  his  part'ner  king  addreft, 
The  figh  deep-heaving  from  his  anxious  breaft. 

"  You  fee  what  fate,  what  humbling  fate  is  mine, 
•"  Nor  yet  alone,  —  the  injury  is  thine. 
cc  The  dauntlefs  League,  by  hardy  Chieftains  led, 
"  Which  hifles  faction  with  her  Hydra  head, 
"  Boldly  confederate  by  a  defperate  oath, 
"  Aims  not  at  me  alone,  but  ftrikes  at  both. 
"  Tho'  I  long  fince  the  regal  circle  wear, 
"  Tho'  thou  by  rank  fucceed  my  rightful  heir, 
<e  Paris  difowns  us,  nor  will  homage  bring 
•"  To  me  their  prefent,  you  their  future  king. 

Thine, 
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*c  Thine,  well  they  know  the  next  illuftrious  claim, 

<c  From  law,  from  birth,  and  deeds  of  loudefl  fame; 

"  Yet  from  that  throne's  hereditary  right 

<c  Where  I  but  totter,  wou'd  exclude  thee  quite. 

"  Religion  hurls  her  furious  bolts  on  thee, 

<c  And  holy  councils  join  her  firm  decree : 

cc  ROME,  tho'  fhe  raife  no  foldier's  martial  band, 

"  Yet  kindles  war  thro'  every  awe-ftruck  land ; 

u  Beneath  her  banners  bids  each  hoft  repair, 

"  And  trufts  her  thunder  to  the  Spaniard's  care, 

"  Far  from  my  hopes  each  fummer  friend  is  flown, 

"  No  fubjects  hail  me  on  my  facred  throne; 

"  No  kindred  now  the  kind  affection  fhows, 

"  All  fly,  their  king,  abandon,  or  oppofe : 

"  Rich  in  my  fpoils,  with  greedy  treacherous  hafte, 

"  While  the  bafe  Spaniard  lays  my  country  wafte. 

"  Midft  foes  like  thefe,  abandon'd,  and  betray 'd, 

w  France  in  her  turn  fhall  feek  a  foreign  aid  : 

"  Shall  Britain's  court  by  fecret  methods  try, 

"  And  win  ELIZA  for  a  firm  ally. 

"  Of  old  I  know  between  each  pow'rful  ftate, 

"  Subfifts  a  jealous  and  immortal  hate ; 

U  "  That 
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"  That  London  lifts  its  tow'ring  front  on  high, 

"  And  looks  on  Paris  with  a  rival  eye  ; 

"  But  I,  the  monarch  of  each  pageant  throne, 

cc  Have  now  no  fubje&s,  and  no  coimtrjrown  : 

"  Vengeance  alone  my  ftern  refolves  avow, 

"  Who  gives  me  that,  to  me  is  Frenchman  now. 

"  The  fnail-pac'd  agents,  whole  deliberate  way, 

"  Creeps  on  in  trammels  of  prefcrib'd  delay, 

"  Such  fit  not  new  ;   'tis  You,  great  Prince,  alone 

"  Mufl  hafte  a  fuppliant  to  ELIZA'S  throne.. 

"  Your  voice  alone  (hall  needful  fuccours  bring, 

<c  And  arm  Britannia  for  an  injur'd  king. 

c c  To  Albion  hence,  and  let  thy  happier  name 

<c  Plead  the  king's  caufe,  and  raife  their  generous  flame ! 

u  My  foes'  defeat  upon  thy  arm  depends, 

"  But  from  thy  virtues  I  muft  hope  for  friends." 

Thus  fpoke  the  king,  while  HENRY'S  looks  confeft 
The  jealous  ardour  which  inflam'd  his  breaft, 
Left  others'  arms  might  urge  their  glorious  claim, 
And  ravifh  from  him  half  the  i$eed  of  fame. 

With 


[     147     ] 

With  deep  regret  the  Hero  number 'd  o'er 
The  wreaths  of  glory  he  had  won  before ; 
When,  without  fuccours,  without  flail's  intrigue, 
Himfelf  with  CONDE*  {hook  the  trembling  League. 
When  thofe  command,  who  hold  the  regal  fway, 
It  is  a  fubjecYs  virtue  to  obey. 
Refolv'd  to  follow  what  the  King  commands, 
The  blows,  fufpended,  fell  not  from  his  hands  ; 
He  rein'd  the  ardour  of  his  noble  mind, 
And  parting  left  the  gather'd  wreaths  behind. 
Th'  aftonifh'd  army  felt  a  deep  concern, 
Fate  feem'd  depending  on  the  Chief's  return. 
His  abfence  ftill  unknown,  the  pent-up  foe 
In  dire  expectance  dread  the  fudden  blow ; 
While  V  A  LOIS'  troops  ftill  feel  their  hero's  flame, 
And  virtue  triumphs  in  her  HENRY'S  name. 

Of  all  his  fav'rites,  none  their  chief  attend, 
Save  MORN  AY  brave,  his  foul's  familiar  friend. 
MORN  AY  of  fteady  faith,  and  manners  plain, 
And  truth,  untainted  with  the  flatt'rers  ftrain ; 

U  2  Rich 
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Rich  in  defert,  of  valour  rarely  tried, 
A  virtuous  champion,  tho'  on  error's  fide  j- 
Wi-th  fignal  prudence  bleft,  with  patriot  zeal 
Firm,  to  his  church,   and  to  the  public  weal ; 
Cenfor  of  courtiers,   but  by  courts  belov'd, 
Rome's  fierce  aflailant,  and  by  Rome  approved; 

?J  '  '     *  I  I*  C  ;  D  j>*  I 

Acrofs  two  rocks,  where  with  tremendous  roar,. 
The  foaming  ocean  lafhes  either  fhore, 
To  Dieppe's  ftrong  port  the  Hero's  fteps  repair, 
The  ready  failors  ply  their  bufy  care. 
The  tow'ring  fhips,  old  ocean's  lordly  kings> 
Aloft  in  air  difplay  their  canvas  wings ; 
Not  fwell'd  by  Boreas  now,  the  glafly  feas 
Flow'd'  calmly-  on,  with  Zephyr's  gentle  breeze. 
Now,  anchor  weigh'd,  they  quit  the  friendly  fhore,. 
And  land  receding  greets  their  eyes  no  more. 
Jocund  they  fail'd,  and  Albion's  chalky  height 
At  diftance  rofe  full  fairly  to  the  fight. 
When  rumbling  thunders  rend  th'  affrighted  pole, 
Loud  roar  the  winds,  and  feas  tempeftuous  roll : 

The 


C 

THe  livid  lightnings  cleave  the  darken'd  air, 
And  all  around  reigns  horror  and  delpair. 
No  partial  fear  the  Hero's  bofom  knows, 
Which  only  trembled  for  his  country's  woes. 
It  feem'd  his  looks,  toward  her  in  filence  bent,. 
Accus'd  the  winds,  which  crofs'd  his  great  intent,. 
So  CAESAR,  ftriving  for  a  conquer'd  world, 
Near  Epire's  banks,  with  adverfe  tempefts  hurl'd,, 
Trufting,  undaunted,  and  fecurely  brave, 
Rome's  and  the  world's  fate  to  the  fwelling  wave. 
Tho'  leagu'd  with  POMPEY  NEPTUNE'S  felf  engage, 
Oppos'd  his  fortune,  to  dull  Ocean's  rage*. 

:    ''('.,         -!    !-.   : 

Mean  time  that  GOD,  whofe  power  the  temped  binds^ 
Who  rides  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  winds, 
That  GOD,,  whofe  wifdom,.  which  prefides  o'er  all*, 
Can  raife,  protect,  or  crufh  this  earthly  ball, 
From  his  bright  throne,  beyond  the  ftarry  ikies, 
Beheld  the  Hero  with  confidering  eyes* 
GOD  was  his  guide,  and  'mid  the  tempeft's  roa^ 
The  toiling,  vefTel  reach'd  the  neighbouring  fliore ;, 

Where 


Where  Jerfey  rifes  from  the  ocean's  bed, 
There,  heaven-condudted,  was  the  Hero  led. 

•        '  '  ^  :-j* 

At  a  fmall  diftance  from  the  fhore,  there  ftood 
The  growth  of  many  years,  a  fhadowy  wood. 
A  neighbouring  rock  the  calm  retirement  faves 
From  the  rude  blafts,  and  hoarfe-refounding  waves. 
A  grotto  ftands  behind,  whofe  ftru&ure  knows 
The  fimple  grace,  which  nature's  hand  beftows. 
Here  far  from  court  remov'd,  a  holy  Sage 
Spent  the  mild  evening  of  declining  age. 
While  free  from  worldly  toils,  and  worldly  woe, 
His  only  ftudy  was  himfelf  to  know : 
Here  mus'd,  regretting  on  his  mifpent  days, 
Or  loft  in  love,  or  pleafure's  flowry  maze. 
No  gufts  of  folly  fwell  the  dangerous  tide, 
While  all  his  paffions  to  a  calm  fubfide ; 
The  bubble  life  he  held  an  empty  dream, 
His  food  the  fimple  herb,  his  drink  the  ftream  ; 
Tranquil  and  calm  he  drew  his  aged  breath, 
And  look'd  with  patience  t'ward  the  port  of  death, 

When 
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When  the  pure  foul  to  blifsful  realms  fhall  foar, 
And  join  with  GOD  himfelf  to  part  no  more. 
The  GOD  he  worfhipp'd  ey'd  the  zealous  Sage, 
And  blefs'd  with  wifdom's  lore  his  filver'd  age :, 
Gave  him  the  fldll  of  prophecy  to  know, 
And  from  fate's-  volume  read  events  below. 

The  Sage  with  confcious  joy  the  Prince  addrefs'rf, 
And  fpread  the  table  for  his  royal  gueft ; 
The  prompt  repaft,  which  fimple  nature  fuits, 
The  ftream's  frefh  water  ^  and  the  foreft's  roots; 
Not  unaccuftom'd  to  the  homely  farer 
The  Warrior  fat ;  for  oft  from  bufy  care, 
From  courts  retir'd,  and  pomp's  faftidious  pride, 
The  Hero  dar'd  to  throw  the  king  afide  : 
And  in  the  ruftic  cot  well-pleas'd  partook 
Of  labour's  mean  repaft,  and  chearful  look  ; 
Found  in  himfelf  the  joys  to  kings  unknown 
And  felf  depos'd  forgot  the  lordly  throne. 

The  world's  contention  to  their  minds  fupplies- 
Much  converfe,  wholfome.  to  the  good  and  wife. 

Much. 
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Much  did  they  talk  of  woes  in  human  life, 
Of  Chriftian  kingdoms  torn  with  jarring  ftrife. 
The  zeal  of  MORN  AY,  like  a  ftubborn  fort, 
Attach'd  to  Calvin  ftood  his  firm  fupport. 
HENRY,  ftill  doubting,  fought  th' indulgent  fkies, 
That  lights'  clear  my  might  burft  upon  his  eyes, 
"  Muft  then,  faid  he,  the  truth  be  always  found, 
"  To  mortals  weak  with  mifts  encompas'd  round  ? 
"  Muft  I  ftill  err,  my  way  in  darknefs  trod, 
c c  Nor  know  the  path  which  leads  me  to  my  GOD  ? 
"  If  all  alike  he  will'd  us  to  obey, 
i<c  The  GOD  who  will'd  it,  had  prefcrib'd  the  way. 

"  Let  us  not  vainly  GOD'S  defigns  explore  I 
"  (The  Sage  reply 'd)  be  humble,  and  adore  ! 
cc  Arraign  not  madly  heav'n's  unerring  laws 
"  For  faults,  where  mortals  are  themfelves  the  caufe. 
"  Thefe  aged  eyes  beheld  in  days  of  yore, 
"  When  Calvin's  do&rine  reach'd  the  Gallic  fhore, 
"  Then,  tho'  with  blood  it  now  diftains  the  earth, 
**  Creeping  in  jfhade  and  humble  in  the  birth, 

"  I 
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5*  I  faw  it  banifti'd  by  religion's  laws, 
"  Without  one  friend  to  combat  in  the  caufe. 
"  Thro'  ways  oblique  I  faw  the  phantom  tread, 
"  Slow  winding,  and  afham'd  to  rear  her  head, 
"  'Till,  at  the  laft,  upheld  by  pow'rful  arms, 
"  'Midft  cannon's  thunder,  and  'mid  war's  alarms, 
tc  Burft  forth  the  Monfter  in  the  glare  of  light, 
c<  With  tow'ring  front,  full  dreadful  to  the  fight ; 
"  To  fcoul  at  mortals  from  her  tyrant  feat, 

And  fpurn  our  altars  at  her  impious  feet. 

Far  then  from  courts,  beneath  this  peaceful  cot, 

I  wail'd  Religion's  and  my  Country's  lot ; 
"  Yet  here,  to  comfort  my  declining  days, 
"  Some  dawn,  of  hope  prefents  its  chearful  rays. 
"  So  new  a  .worfhip  cannot  long  furvive, 
<c  Which  man's  caprice  alone  has  kept  alive. 
"  With  that  it  rofe,  with  that  fhall  die  away, 

Man's  works  and  Man  are  bubbles  of  a  day. 

The  GOD,  who  reigns  for  ever  and  the  fame, 

At  pleafure  blafts  a  world's  prefumptuous  aim. 

Vain  is  our  malice,  vain  our  ftrength  difplay'd, 
cc  To  fap  the  city  his  right  hand  hath  made  3 

X  «  HimfelF 
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"  Himfelf  hath  fix'd  the  ftrong  foundations  low, 
"  Which  brave  the  wreck  of  time,  and  hell's  invete- 

u  rate  blow  : 

"  The  Lord  of  Lords  fhall  blefs  thy  purged  fight 
"  With  bright  effulgence  of  diviner  light ; 
"  On  thee,  Great  Prince,  his  mercies  he'll  beftow* 
"  And  flied  that  Truth  thy  bofom  pants  to  know. 
"  THAT  GOD  hath  chofe  thee,  and  his  hand  alone 
"  Safe  through  the  war  fhall  lead  thee  to  a  throne. 
"  Conqueft  already  (for  his  voice  is  fate,) 
"  For  thee  bids  Glory  ope  her  golden  gate. 
"  If  on  thy  fight  the  Truth  unnotic'd  falls, 
"  Hope  not  admiflion  in  thy  Paris'  walls. 
"  Tho'  fplendid  Eafg  invite  thee  to  her  arms, 
"  O  fhun,  Great  Prince,  the  Syren's  poifon'd  charms  f 
ec  O'er  thy  ftrong  paflions  hold  a  glorious  reign, 
<(  Fly  love's  foft  lap,  break  pleafure's  filken  chain  ! 
u  And  when,  with  efforts  ftrong,  all  foes  o'er  thrown, 
"  A  League's  great  conqueror,  and  what's  more  Your 

"  Own, 

"  When,  with  united  hearts,  and  triumph's  voice, 
"  Thy  people  hail  thee  with  one  common  choice, 

"  From 
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"  From  a  dread  fiege,  to  fame  for  ever  known, 
"  To  mount  with  glory  thy  paternal  throne, 
"  That  time,  Affliction  fhall  lay  by  her  rod, 
"  And  thy  glad  eyes  fhall  feek  thy  father's  GOD  : 
"  Then  {halt  thou  fee  from  whence  thy  arms  prevail. 
"  Go,  Prince  —  WHO  TRUSTS  IN  GOD  —  can  never 
"  fail." 

Each  word  the  Sage's  holy  lips  impart, 

$ 
Falls,  like  a  flame,  on  HENRY'S  generous  heart. 

The  Hero  flood  tranfported  in  his  mind 
To  times,  when  GOD  held  converfe  with  mankind, 
When  fimple  virtue  taught  her  heav'n-born  lore, 
And  Truth  commanding  bid  e'en  kings  adore. 
His  eager  arms  the  reverend  Sage  embrace, 
And  the  warm  tear  faft  trickled  down  his  face. 
Untouch'd,  yet  loft  awhile  in  deep  furprile, 
Stood  MORNAY  brave  ;   for  ftill  on  MORNAY'S  eyes 
Hung  error's  mift,  and  GOD'S  high  will  conceal'd 
The  gifts  from  him  to  HENRY'S  breaft  reveal'd. 
His  wifdom  idly  wou'd  the  world  prefer, 
Whofe  lot,  tho'  rich  in  virtues,  was  to  err. 

X  2  While 
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While  the  wrapt  Sage  fulfilling  GOD'S  beheft, 

Spoke  infpiration  to  the  Prince's  breaft, 

Hufh'd  were  the  winds,  within  their  caverns  bound, 

Smooth  flow'd  the  feas,  and  nature  fmil'd  around. 

The  Sage  his  guide,  the  Hero  fought  his  way 

Where  the  tall  veflels  fafe  at  anchor  lay : 

The  ready  failors  quit  the  friendly  ftrand, 

Hoift  the  glad  fails,  and  make  for  Albion's  land. 

While  o'er  her  coaft  his  eyes  admiring  range^ 
He  prais'd  in  filence  Britain's  happier  change : 
Where  laws  abus'd  by  foul  inteftine  foes, 
Had  erft  entail'd  a  heap  of  dreadful  woes 
On  prince  and  people ;  on  that  bloody  ftage, 
Where  flaughter'd  heroes  bled  for  civil  rage ; 
On  that  bright  throne,  from  whence  defcended  fprings^ 
Th'  illuftrious  Hneage  of  a  hundred  kings, 
Like  HENRY,  long  in  adverfe  fortune  fchool'd,, 
O'er  willing  Englifh  hearts  a  WOMAN  rul'd : 
And,  rich  in  manly  courage,  female  grace, 
Ctos'd  the  long  luftre  of  her  crouded  race. 

ELIZA 


ELIZA  then,  in  Britain's  happieft  hour, 
Held  the  juft  balance  of  contending  pow'r ; 
Made  Englifh  fubjects  bow  the  willing  knee,. 
Who  will  not  ferve,  and  are  not  happy  free* 
Beneath  her  facred  reign  the  nation  knows 
No  fad  remembrance  of  its  former  woes ; 
Their  flocks  fecurely  graz'd  the  fertile  plain,. 
Their  garners  burfting  with  their  golden  grain. 
The  ftately  fhips,   their  fwelling  fails  unfurl'd,, 
Brought  wealth  and  homage  from  the  diftant  world  r 
All  Europe  watch'd  Britannia's  bold  decree, 
Dreaded  by  land,  and  monarch  of  the  fea. 
Wide  o'er  the  waves  his  fleet  exulting  rode* 
And  fortune  triumph'd  over  Ocean's  GOD. 
Proud  London  now,  no  more  of  barbarous  fame, 
To  arms  and  commerce  urg'd  her  blended  claim. 
Her  pow'rs,  in  union  leagu'd,  together  fate, 
King,  Lords,  and  Commons,  in  their  threefold  ftate* 
Though  feparate  each  their  feveral  intereft  draw* 
Yet  all  united  form  the  ftedfaft  law. 
All  three,  one  body's  members,  firm  and  fit, 
Make  but  one  pow'r  in  ftrong  conjunction  knit; 

PowV 
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Pow'r  to  itfelf  of  danger  often  found, 
But  fpreading  terror  to  its  neighbours  round. 
Bleft,  when  the  people  duty's  homage  (how, 
And  pay  their  king  the  tribute  which  they  owe  ! 
More  bleft,  when  kings  for  milder  virtues  known. 
Protect  their  people's  freedom  from  the  throne  ! 
-"  Ah  when,  cry'd  BOURBON,  fhall  our  difcord  ceafe, 
"  Our  glory,  Albion,  rife,  like  thine,  in  peace  ? 
u  Blum,  blufh,  ye  kings,  ye  lords  of  jarring  ftates, 
"  A  Woman  bids,  and  War  hath  clos'd  its  gates : 
"  YOUR  countries  bleed  with  factious  rage  oppreft, 
"  While  SHE  reigns  happy  o'er  a  people  bleft." 

.  L>...  .? 

Mean  time  the  Hero  reach'd  the  fea-girt  ifle, 
Where  freedom  bids  eternal  plenty  fmile ; 
Not  far  from  William's  Tow'r  at  diftance  feen, 
Stood  the  fam'd  palace  of  the  Virgin  Queen. 
Hither,  the  faithful  MORN  AY  at  his  fide, 
V/ithout  the  noife  and  pageant  pomp  of  pride, 
The  toys  of  grandeur  which  the  vain  purfue, 
But  glare  unheeded^  to  the  Hero's  view, 

The 
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The  Prince  arriv'd  :  With  bold  and  manly  fenfe 
He  fpoke,  his  franknefs,  all  his  eloquence  ; 
Told  his  fad  tale,  and  bow'd  his  lofty  heart, 
For  France's  woes,  to  act  fubmiffion?s  part ; 
For  needful  aids  the  Britifh  Queen  addreft, 
While  in  the  fuppliant  fhone  the  king  confeft. 
"  Com'fi  thou,  reply 'd  the  Queen  ^  with  ftrange 

"•  prifer 

cc  Com'ft  thou  from  VALOIS  for  the  wi'fli'd  allies? 
cc  Aflcft  thou  prote&ion  for  g.  tyrant  foe, 
"  Whofe  deadly  hate  work'd  all  thy  fortune's  woe? 
"  Far  as  the  golden  fun  begins  to  rife, 
"  To  where  he  drives  adown  the  weftern  fkies, 
w  His  ftrife  and  Thine  to  all  the  world  is  known  : 
u  Stand'ft  thou  for  Him  a  friend  at  Britain's  throne  ? 
"  And  is  that  hand,  which  VALOIS  oft  hath  fear'd, 
"  Arm'd  in,  his  caufe,  and  for  his  vengeance  rear'd  ?>r 
When  thus  the  Prince  r  "  A  monarch's  adverfe  fate 
u  Wipes  all  remembrance  out  of  former  hate. 
"  VALOIS  was  then  a  Have,  his  paffion's  /lave, 
"•'•  But  now  himfelf,  a  monarch  firm  and  brave  ; 

«-•  He 
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c<  He  burfts  at  once  the  ignominious  chain, 
"  Refumes  the  Hero,  and  afferts  his  reign. 
"  Bleft,  if  of  nature  more  afliir'd  and  free, 
"  He'd  fought  no  aid  but  from  himfelf  and  me  ! 
"  But,  led  by  fraud,  and  arts,  all  iniincere, 
u  He  was  my  foe  from  weaknefs  and  from  fear. 
"  His  faults  die  with  me,  when  his  woes  I  view, 
"I've  gain'd   the  conqueft  —  grant  me  vengeance, 

"  You  ! 

"•  For  know  the  work  is  thine,  Illuftrious  Dame, 
"  To  deck  thy  Albion's  brows  with  worthieft  fame. 
"  Let  thy  protection  fpread  her  ready  wings, 
"  And  fight  with  me  the  injur'd  caufe  of  Kings ! " 


ELIZA  then,  for  much  fhe  wifli'd  to  know, 
The  various  turns  of  France's  long-felt  woe, 
Whence  rifing  firft  the  civil  difcord  came, 
And  Paris  kindled  to  rebellion's  flame  — 
"  To  me,  Great  Prince,  thy  griefs  are  not  unknown, 
<c  Though  brought  imperfect,  and  by  Fame  alone ; 
"  Whofe  rapid  wing  too  indifcreetly  flies, 
4<  And  fpreads  abroad  her  indigefted  lies. 

«  Deaf 
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"  Deaf  to  her  tales,  from  thee,  Illuftrious  Youth, 
"  From  thee  alone  ELIZA  feeks  the  truth. 
"  Tell  me,  for  you  have  witnefs'd  all  the  woe, 
"  VALOIS'  brave  friend,  or  VALOIS'  conquering  foe, 
"  Say,  whence  this  friendfliip,  this  alliance  grew, 
"  Which  knits  the  happy  bond  'twixt  him  and  you  ; 
Explain  this  wond'rous  change,   'tis  you  alone 
Can  paint  the  virtues  which  yourfelf  hath  fhown. 
Teach  me  thy  woes,  for  know  thy  ftory  brings 
"  A  moral  leffon  to  the  pride  of  kings." 

"  And  muft  my  memory  then,  Illuftrious  Queen, 
"  Recal  the  horrors  of  each  dreadful  fcene  ? 
"  O    had    it    pleas'd    th'  Almighty    Pow'r    (which 

"  knows, 

"  How  my  heart  bleeds  o'er  all  my  country's  woes) 
"  Oblivion  then  had  fnatch'd  them  from  the  light, 
"  And  hid  them  buried  in  eternal  night. 
"  Neareft  of  blood,  muft  I  aloud  proclaim, 
"  The  princes'  madnefs,  and  expofe  their  fhame  ? 
"  Refle&ion  fhakes  my  mind  with  wild  difmay  — 
"  But  'tis  ELIZA'S  will,  and  I  obey. 

Y  «  Others, 


cc  Others,  in  fpeaking,  from  their  fmooth  addrefs 
"  Might  make  their  weaknefs  or  their  crimes  feem 

«  lefs  :" 

<c  The  flowery  art  was  never  made  for  me, 
"  I  fpeak  a  foldier's  language,  plain  and  free," 


FAMILIAR 
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FAMILIAR    EPISTLE 

-I      ',: 

To Apothecary. 

WHEN  once  a  man  fo  far  is  gone 
To  wet  his  lips  at  Helicon, 
Not  all  the  hellebore,  which  you 
Buy  in,  the  Lord  knows  what  to  do, 
His  head  can  fettle,  or  reftore 
His  reafon  as  it  was  before. 

Talk  about  phyfic,  what  you  will, 
And  magnify  the  doctor's  {kill, 
Mention  the  names  of  all  the  college, 
Thofe  fhining  miracles  of  knowledge, 
Or  more  to  juftify  your  praife, 
Call  in  the  learn'd  of  former  days, 
Let  Mead,  Friend,  Boorehave,  Ratcliffe  join, 
Their  mighty-knowing  heads  to  thine, 
Confult  together,  and  furvey 
The  whole  Materia  Medica^ 

Y  2  The 


The  various  powers  of  med'cine  ftate^ 
And  find  out  virtues,  or  create, 
Try  all  old  ways,  if  they  won't  do 
Experimentally  try  new  ; 
And  when  all's  ended,  reft  affur'd, 
Poetic  madnefs  can't  be  cur'd. 


When  haughty  Caelia's  vain  defires. 
Inflame  her  brain,  and  fancy  fires, 
When  on  her  bed  fhe  fits  elate 
And  takes  it  for  a  throne  of  ftate, 
And  with  a  fceptre  made  of  ftraw 
Keeps  the  fubje&ed  world  in  awe  \ 
Or  when  Clarifla,  haplefs  fair, 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  penfive  air    :(ir 
Treads  her  lone  cell,  and  now  complains 
Of  broken  vows,  and  perjur'd  fwains, 
Now  blames  her  own  too  eafy  heart, 
Which  took  the  bafe  deluder's  part  ; 
Or  when  the  poet's  rowling  eye 
Proclaims  his  hour  of  phrenzy  nigh, 

When 


Y 
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When  on  imaginary  horfe 
From  pole  to  pole  he  takes  his  courfe, 
Or,  of  fantaftick  trophies  proud, 
Beftrides  fome  eafy -pacing  cloud, 
Or  wildly  running  thro'  the  ftreets, 
Pours  couplets  out  to  all  he  meets ; 
Can  Addington,  with  all  his  care^ 
The  fliatter'd  feat  of  fenfe  repair  ? 

'['• '  • " (^  ""' '  *  \~  ri?*  ^  P  fie*'    *'          f \  *  *  *  'T 
When  Madnefs  (now  my  worthy  friend, 
I  muft  infift  that  youll  attend, 
For  of  diftindlions  fond  I'm  grown,. 
And  fo  will  make  one  of  my  own,, 
A  nice  diftin&ion,  not  a  jot 
It  matters  whether  true  or  not, 
For  he  proceeds  on  fureft  grounds 
Who,  when  he  can't  convince,  confounds, 
And  to  the  credit  of  his  brain, 
Puzzles  the  caufe  he  can't  maintain) 
When  Madnefs,  of  all  forts  and  fizes, 
From  bodily  difeafe  arifes. 

Whether 
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Whether  the  blood  half  froze  remains, 
And  fcarce  moves  laboring  thro'  the  veins, 
Qr,  over-hot  with  fanguine  pride, 
Impetuous  rolls  her  rapid  tide, 
If  the  mind  is  no  more  affeded, 
Than  as  with  body  'tis  conneded, 
Phyfic  may  then  of  fervice  prove, 
Abate  the  grief,  perhaps  remove ; 
But  if  the  body  and  the  -brain 
Only,  t'oblige  the  mind,  complain, 
And  the  diftemper's  in  the  heart, 
It  is  beyond  the  reach  of  art. 

•>'»ro  '•  rt-  5  ^  \    ;'  :v  .  :rf\ 

But  to  diftinguifli  farther  frill — . 
Read  it  or  not,  juft  as  you  will, 
Or,  if  you  read,  commend  or  blame, 
To  me,  old  boy,  'tis  all  the  fame  ; 
Say,  if  you  pleafe,  perhaps  lay  true, 

This  nothing  is  to  me  or  you, 

i 

Or  fay,   what  obfervation  fays 

Of  many  great  men  now-adays,  \-+w 

Of 


3 

Of  moft  indeed,  that  I  am  one 
Of  great  diftindtion,  judgment  none, 
But  once  more  to  return,  for  this 
You'll  read  in  a  parenthefis, 
Tho'  I  had  left  you  in  the  darL 
By  leaving  out  the  ufual  mark^ 


All  kinds  of  Madhefs,  we  fhall  find, 
Ev'n  thofe  which  fpring  out  of  the  mind, 
More  readily  a  cure  admit, 
Than  that  which  flows  from  Love  of  Wit.. 
In  other  phrenzies  pain's  endur'd, 
The  patient  wifhes  to  be  cur'dr 
If  e'er  fome  lucid  interval 
The  fcatter'd  rays  of  fenfe  recal  ; 
Whereas  the  poet's  higheft  pleafure* 
And  frequently  Jiis  only  treafure, 
In  Madnefs  lies  ;   his  joys  ftill  vary, 
Joys  real  or  imaginary, 
As  his  head  turns,  and  he's  moft  bleft, 
When  moft  with  Madnefs  he's  pofleftr 

PKcebuy 
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Phoebus  himfelf,  that  we  may  quote 
Example  of  undoubted  note, 
Phoebus,  who  well  is  known  to  be 
Of  Phyfic,  God,  and  Poetry, 
When  firft  he  found  by  fymptoms  fure 
His  brain  affefted,  thought  of  cure  ; 
Try'd  ev'ry  way,  but  try'd  in  vain, 
To  fettle  his  diftracled  brain. 
Convinc'd  at  length,  that  nought  would  do, 
The  ufelefs  drugs  afide  he  threw, 
And  fmiling  to  the  lift'ning  croud 
This  maxim  he  declar'd  aloud 
(A  maxim  fince  moft  facred  had) 

Poefs  WISE  who  is  not  MAD, 


-. 

A 
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VENUS,  of  laughter  queen  and  love, 
The  greateft  demirep  above, 
Who  fcorn'd  reftridion,  hated  cuftom, 
Knew  her  own  fex  too  well  to  truft  'em, 
Proceeded  on  the  noble  plan, 
At  any  rate,  to  have  her  man  ; 
Look'd  on  decorum,  as  mere  tram, 
And  liv'd  like  ***  and  ***, 
From  Paphos,  where  they  her  revere 
As  much  as  we  do  Caelia  here, 
Or  from  Cythera,  where  her  altars- 
Are  deck'd  with  daggers,  true-love  halters, 
Garters  yclept,  and  other  trophies, 
Which  prove  that  man  in  love  an  oaf  is, 
According  to  appointment  came 
To  fee  CECILIA,  tuneful  dame, 
Whofe  praife  by  Dry  den's  Ode  is  grown 
Bright  and  immortal  as  his  own, 

Z  And 
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And  who  hath  been  for  many  years* 
The  chief  dire&refs  of  the  fpheres. 

Thomas,  who  rode  behind  the  caiy 
And  for  a  flambeau  held  a  ftar, 
Who,  in  the  honeft  way  of  trade, 
Hath  forg'd  more  horns,  and  cuckold's  made7 
Than  Vulcan  and  his  brawny  dolts 
Ever  for  Jove  forg'd  thunderbolts^ 
Slipt  gently  down,  and  ran  before  'em, 
Ringing  the  bell  with  due  decorum. 

But,  truth  to  fay,  I  cannot  tell 
Whether  it  Knocker  was  or  Bell, 
(This  for  vertu  an  anecdote  is,) 
Which  us'd  to  give  CECILIA  notice,. 
When  any  lady  of  the  fky 
Was  come  to  bear  her  company. 
But  this  I'm  fure,  be  which  it  will, 
Thomas  perform'd  his  part  with  fkill, 

Methinks 


Methinks  I  hear  the  reader  cry  • — 
His  part  with  {kill  ?  why,  You  or  I, 
Or  any  body  elfe,  as  well 
As  Thomas,  fure,  could  ring  a  bell, 
Nor  did  I  ever  hear  before 
Of  {kill  in  knocking  at  a  door. 

Poor  low-liv'd  creature  !  I  fappofe, 
Nay,  and  am  fure,  you're  one  of  thofe 
Who,  at  what  door  foe'er  they  be, 
Will  always  knock  in  the  fame  key. 
Thinking  that  Bell  and  Knocker  too 
Were  found  out  nothing  elfe  to  do, 
But  to  inform  the  houfe,  no  doubt, 
That  there  was  fomebody  without, 
Who,  if  they  might  fuch  favour  win, 
Would  rather  chufe  to  be  within. 

But  had  our  fervants  no  more  fenfe, 
Lord  !  what  muft  be  the  confequence  ? 
Error  would  error  ftill  purfue, 
And  ftrife  and  anarchy  enfue, 

Z  2  Punctilio 


Punctilio  from  her  altar  hurl'd, 
Whence  ihe  declares  unto  the  world 
Whate'er  by  fancy  is  decreed, 
Thro'  all  her  niceties  muft  bleed. 

For  if  there  was  not  to  be  found 
Some  wholefome  difference  of  found, 
But  the  fame  rap  foretold  th1  approach 
Of  him  who  walk'd,  or  rode  in  coach, 
A  poor  relation  now  and  then, 
Might  to  my  lord  admittance  gain, 
When  his  good  lordfliip  hop'd  to  fee 
Some  rafcal  of  his  own  degree  ; 
And,  what  is  more  unhappy  ftil^ 
The  ftupid  wretch,  who  brings  a  bill, 
Might  pafs  thro'  all  the  motley  tribe, 
As  free  as  one,  who  brings  a  bribe. 

My  lady  too  might  pique  her  grace 
Wich  carriage  ftiff,  and  formal  face, 
Which,  fhe  deceiv'd,  had  taken  care 
For  fome  inferior  to  prepare. 

Or 
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Or  might  fome  wretch  from  Lombard-ftreet 
With  greater  eafe  and  freedom  meet, 
Than  fenfe  of  honour  will  admit 
Between  my  lady  and  a  cit. 

Thofe  evils  wifely  to  prevent, 
And  root  out  care  and  difcontent, 
Ev'ry  gay  fmart,   who  rides  behind, 
With  rofe  and  bag  in  tafte  refin'd, 
Muft  mufick  fully  underftand, 
Have  a  nice  ear  and  ikilful  hand ; 
At  ev'ry  turn  be  always  found 
A  perfect  connoifleur  in  found  ; 
Thro'  all  the  gamut  (kilful  fly 
Varying  his  notes,  now  low,  now  high, 
According  as  he  fhifts  his  place ; 
Now  hoarfely  grumbling  in  the  bafe, 
Now  turning  tenor,  and  again 
To  treble  railing  his  fhrill  ftrain ; 
So  to  declare,  where'er  he  be, 
His  matter's  fortune  and  degree, 

By 
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By  the  diftinguifliing  addrefs 
Which  he'll  upon  the  door  exprefs. 

Thomas,  whom  I  have  nam'd  before 
As  ringing  at  CECILIA'S  door, 
Was  perfect  mafter  of  this  art, 
And  vers'd  alike  in  ev'ry  part : 
So  that  Caecilia  knew,  before 
Her  footman  came  unto  the  door, 
And  in  due  form  had  told  her  fo, 
That  Madam  VENUS  was  below. 

The  doors  immediate  open  flew5 
The  GODDESS,  without  more  ado, 
Difplaying  beauty's  thoufand  airs, 
Skim'd  thro'  the  hall,  and  trip'd  up  fcairs. 

CECILIA  met  her  with  a  fmile 
Of  great  delight,  when  all  the  while 
If  her  falfe  heart  could  have  been  feen, 
She  wifli'd  flic  had  at  Cyprus  been. 

But 
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But  ladies,  fldll'd  in  forms  and  artsy 
Don't  in  their  faces  wear  their  hearts, 
And  thofe  above,  like  thofe  below, 
Deal  frequently  in  outride  fhow, 
And  always,  to  keep  up  parade, 
Have  a  fmile  by  them  ready-made. 

The  forms,  which  ladies  when  they  meet 
Muft  for  good-manners'  fake  repeat, 
As  humble  fervant^  how  cTyou  do^ 
And  in  return,  pray  how  are  you  ? 
Enrich'd  at  ev'ry  proper  fpace 
With  due  integuments  of  lace, 
As  Madam,  Grace,  and  Goddefhip^ 
Which  we  for  brevity  fhall  fkip, 
Happily  paft,  in  elbow-chais 
At  length  our  ladies  feated  are.- 

IndifFrent  fubjecls  firft  they  chufe, 
And  talk  of  weather  and  the  news. 
That  done,  they  fit  upon  the  ftate, 
And  fnarl  at  the  decrees  of  fate, 

Inve<5Hvres 
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Invedives  againft  Jove  are  hurl'd, 
And  They  alone  fhould  rule  the  world. 

Dull  politicks  at  length  they  quit, 
And  by  ill-nature  fhew  their  wit ; 
For  hand  in  hand,  too  well  we  know, 
Thefe  intimates  are  faid  to  go, 
So  that  where  either  doth  prefide 
T 'other's  exiftence  is  implied. 
The  man  of  wit,  fo  men  decree, 
Muft  without  doubt  ill-natur'd  be ; 
And  the  ill-natur'd  fcarce  forgets 
To  rank  himfelf  among  the  wits. 

Malicious  VENUS,  wlio  by  rote 
Had  ev'ry  little  anecdote, 
And  moft  minutely  could  advance 
Each  interefting  circumftance, 
Which  unto  all  intrigues  related, 
Since  Jupiter  the  world  created, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  with  pride, 
Hinted,   obferv'd,  enlarged,  applied, 

And 
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And  not  the  reader  to  detain 
With  things  impertinent  and  vain, 
She  did,  as  ladies  do  on  earth 
Who  cannot  bear  a  rival's  worth, 
In  fuch  a  way  each  tale  rehearfe 
As  good  made  bad,  and  bad  made  worfe. 

CECILIA  too,  with  faint-like  air, 
But  lately  come  from  evening  pray'r, 
Who  knew  her  duty,  as  a  faint, 
Always  to  pray,  and  not  to  faint, 
And,  rain  or  fhine,  her  church  ne'er  mift, 
Prude,  devotee,  and  methodift, 
With  equal  zeal  the  caufe  promoted, 
Mifconftru'd  things,  and  words  mifquoted, 
Mifreprefented,  mifapplied, 
And,  inspiration  being  her  guide, 
The  very  heart  of  man  diflecled, 
And  to  his  principles  objected. 
Thus,  amongft  us,  the  fanctified, 
In  all  the  fpirituals  of  pride, 

A  a  Whofe 
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Whofe  honeft  conferences  ne'er  refted, 
Till,  of  carnalities  diverted, 
They  knew  and  felt  them/elves  t'inherit 
A  double  portion  of  the  fpirit : 
Who  from  one  church  to  t'other  roam, 
Whilft  their  poor  children  ftarve  at  home, 
Confid'ring  they  may  claim  the  care 
Of  Providence,  who  fent  them  there, 
And  therefore  certainly  is  tied 
To  fee  their  ev'ry  want  fupplied ; 
Who  unto  preachers  give  away, 
That  which  their  creditors  fhould  pay, 
And  hold  that  chofen  veflels  muft 
Be  generous  before  they're  juft, 
And  that  their  charity  this  way 
Shall  bind  o'er  heaven  their  debts  to  pay, 
And  ferve  their  temporal  turn,  no  doubt, 
Better  than  if  they'd  put  it  out, 
Whilft  nought  hereafter  can  prevent, 
Their  fure  reward  of  cent,  per  cent. 
Who  honeft  labour  fcorn,  and  fay 
None  need  to  work  who  love  to  pray, 

For 


For  heaven  will  fatisfy  their  cravings,. 

By  fending  of  Elijah's  ravens, 

Or  rain  down,  when  their  fpirits  fail, 

A  difh  of  manna,  or  a  quail; 

Who  from  Moorfields  to  Tottenham  Court 

In  furious  fits  of  zeal  refort, 

Praife  what  they  do  not  underftand, 

Turn  up  the  eye,   ftretch  out  the  hand, 

Melt  into  tears,  whilft blows 

The  twang  of  nonfenfe  thro'  his  nofe, 

Or deals  in  fpeculation, 

Or hums  his  congregation, 

Or talks  with  the  lord  of  hofts, 

with  pillars  and  with  pofts  ; 

Who  ftridly  watch,  left  Satan  fhou'd, 
Roaring  like  lion  for  his  food, 
Enfnare  their  feet  his  fatal  trap  in, 
And  their  poor  fouls  be  taken  napping; 
Who  ftridly  faft,   becaufe  they  find, 
The  flefh  ftill  wars  againft  the  mind, 
And  flefh  of  faints,  like  finner's,  muft 
Be  mortified,  to  keep  down  luft  ; 

A  a  2  Who, 
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Who,  four  times  in  the  year  at  leaft, 
Join  feaft  of  love  to  love  of  feaft, 
Which,   tho'  the  profligate  and  vain 
In  terms  of  blafphemy  prophane, 
Yet  all  the  ceremony  here  is 
Pure  as  the  myfteries  of  Ceres ; 
Who,   God's  elecl,  with  triumph  feel 
Within  themfelves  falvation's  feal, 
And  will  not,   muft  not,  dare  not  doubt, 
That  heav'n  itfelf  can't  blot  it  out ; 
After  they've  done  their  holy  labours, 
Return  to  fcandalize  their  neighbours, 
And  think  they  can't  ferve  heav'n  fo  well, 
As  with  its  creatures  filling  hell, 
So  that,  inflam'd  with  holy  pride, 
They  fave  themfelves,  damn  all  befide. 
For  perfons,  who  pretend  to  feel 
The  glowings  of  uncommon  zeal, 
Who  others  fcorn,  and  feem  to  be 
Righteous  in  very  great  degree, 
Do,  'bove  all  others,  take  delight 
To  vent  their  /pleen  in  tales  of  fpite. 

And 


And  think  they  raife  their  own  renown 
By  pulling  of  a  neighbour's  down ; 
Still  lying  on  with  moft  fuccels, 
Becaufe  they  charity  profefs, 
And  make  the  out-fide  of  religion. 
Like  Mahomet's  infpiring  pigeon, 
To  all  their  forgeries  gain  credit, 
'Tis  enough  fure  that -  faid  it». 

But  what  can  all  this  rambling  mean  ? 
Was  ever  fuch  a  hodge-podge  feen  ? 
VENUS,  CECILIA,  Saints,  and  Whores, 
Thomas,  Vertu,   Bells,  Knockers,  Doors, 
Lords,  Rogues,  Relations,  Ladies,  Cits, 
Stars,  Flambeaus,  Thunderbolts,  Horns,  Wits,, 
Vulcan,  and  Cuckold-maker,  Scandal, 
Mufic,  and  Footmen,  Ear  of  Handel, 
Weather,  News,  Envy,  Politicks, 
Intrigues,  and  Women's  Thoufand  Tricks,. 
Prudes,  Methodifts,  and  Devotees, 
Failings,  Feafts,  Pray'rs,  and  Charities, 

Ceres, 
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Ceres,  with  her  myfterious  train, 

Flefh,  Spirit,   Love,  Hate,  and  Religion, 
A  Quail,  a  Raven,  and  a  Pigeon, 
All  jumbled  up  in  one  large  difh, 
Red-Herring,  Bread,  Fowl,  Flefti,  and  Fiflhu 

Where's  the  connexion,  where's  the  plan  ? 
The  devil  fure  is  in  the  man. 
All  in  an  inftant  we  are  hurl'd 
From  place  to  place  all  round  the  world, 
Yet  find  no  reafon  for  it — mum 
There,  my  good  critic,  lies  the  hum  — 
Well,  but  methinks,  it  wou'd  avail 
To  know  the  end  of  this  —  A    TALE. 


A  N 
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AnEPISTLEtoC.  CHURCHILL, 


AUTHOR   of   the    R  O  S  C  I  A  D. 

IF  at  a  Tavern,  where  you'd  wifh  to  dine, 
They  cheat  your  palate  with  adulterate  wine>; 
Would  you,  refolve  me,  critics,  for  you  can, 
Send  for  the  mafter  up,  or  chide  the  man? 
The  man  no  doubt  a  knavifh  bufinefs  drives, 
But  tell  me  what's  the  mafter  who  connives  ? 
Hence  you'll  infer,  and  fure  the  doctrine's  true, 
Which  fays,   no  quarter  to  a  foul  Review. 
It  matters  not  who  vends  the  naufeous  flop, 
Mafter  or  prentice  ;  we  deteft  the  fhop. 

Critics  of  old,   a  manly  liberal  race, 
Approv'd  or  cenfur'd  with  an  open  face  : 
Boldly  perfu'd  the  free  deciiive  tafk, 
Nor  ftabb'd,  conceal'd  beneath  a  ruffian's  mafk. 

To 


To  works  not  men,  with  honeft  warmth,  fevere, 
Th'  impartial  judges  laugh'd  at  hope  or  fear  : 
Theirs  was  the  noble  fldll,   with  gen'rous  aim, 
To  fan  true  genius  to  an  aftive  flame  ; 
To  bring  forth  merit  in  its  ftrongeft  light, 
Or  damn  the  blockhead  to  his  native  night. 

But,  as  all  ftates  are  fubjecl:  to  decay, 
The  ftate  of  letters  too  will  melt  away. 
Smit  with  the  harlot  charms  of  trilling  found, 
vSoftnefs  now  wantons  e'en  on  Roman  ground  ; 
Where  Thebans,  Spartans,  fought  their  honour'd  graves, 
Behold  a  weak  enervate  race  of  flaves. 
In  claffic  lore,  deep  fcience,  language  dead, 
Tho'  modern  witlings  are  but  fcantly  read, 
Profeflbrs  *  fail  not,  who  will  loudly  bawl 
In  praife  of  either,  with  the  want  of  all. 
HaiPd  mighty  critics  to  this  prefent  hour. 
—  The  tribune's  name  furviv'd  the  tribune's  powV. 

Now 

*  The  author  takes  this  opportunity,  notwithstanding  all  infmuations 
to  the  contrary,  to  declare,  that  he  has  no  particular  aim  at  a  gentleman, 
whofe  abilities  he  fufficiently  acknowledges. 


Now  Quack  and  Critic  differ  but  in  name, 
Empirics  frontlefs  both,  they  mean  the  fame ; 
This  raw  in  Phyfic,  that  in  Letters  frefli, 
Both  fpring,  like  warts,  excrefcence  from  the  flefli. 
Half  form'd,  half  bred  in  printers'  hireling  fchools, 
For  all  profeflions  have  their  rogues  and  fools, 
Tho'  the  pert  witling,  or  the  coward  knave, 
Cafts  no  reflection  on  the  wife  or  brave. 

Yet,  in  thefe  leaden  times,  this  idle  age, 
When,  blind  with  dulnefs,  or  as  blind  with  rage, 
Author  'gainft  author  rails  with  venom  curft, 
And  happy  He  who  calls  out  blockhead  firft, 
From  the  low  earth  afpiring  genius  fprings, 
And  fails  triumphant,   born  on  eagle  wings. 
No  toothlefs  fpken,  no  venom'd  critic's.aim, 
Shall  rob  thee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  fame; 
While  hitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nervous  rhyme, 
Fool  lives,  and  fhines  out  fool  to  latefl  time. 

r\ 

Pity  perhaps  might  wifti  a  harmlefs  fool 
To  fcape  th'  obfervance  of  the  critic  fchool ; 

B  b  But 


[     '86     ] 

But  if  low  malice,  leagu'd  with  folly,  rife, 

Arm'd  with  inve&ives,  and  hedg'd  round  with  lies ; 

Should  wakeful  dulnefs,  if  fhe  ever  wake, 

Write  fleepy  nonfenfe  but  for  writing  fake, 

And,  ftung  with  rage,  and  pioufly  fevere, 

Wifh  bitter  comforts  to  your  dying  ear ; 

Jf  fome  fmall  wit,  ibme  fix-lin'd  verfeman,  rakes 

For  quaint  reflections  in  the  putrid  Jakes, 

Talents  ufurp'd  demand  a  cenfor's  rage, 

A  dunce  is  dunce  profcrib'd  in  ev'ry  age. 

Courtier,  phyfician,  lawyer,  parfon,  cit, 
All,  all  are  objects  of  theatric  wit. 
Are  ye  then,  Adors,  privileged  alone, 
To  make  that  weapon,  ridicule,  your  own  ? 
Profeflions  bleed  not  from  his  juft  attack, 
Who  laughs  at  pedant,  coxcomb,  knave,  or  quack ; 
Fools  on  and  off  the  ftage  are  fools  the  fame. 
And  every  dunce  is  fa  tire's  lawful  game. 
Freely  you  thought,  where  thought  has  free'ft  room5 
Why  then  apologize  ?  for  what  ?  to  whom  ? 

Though 
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Though  Gray's-Inn  wits  with  author  fquires  unite, 
And  felf-made  giants  club  their  laboured  mite, 
Though  pointlefs  fatire  make  its  weak  efcape, 
In  the  dull  babble  of  a  mimic  ape, 
Boldly  purfue  where  genius  points  the  way, 
Nor  heed  what  monthly  puny  critics  fay. 
Firm  in  thyfelf  with  calm  indifference  fmile, 
When  the  wife  Vet'ran  knows  you  by  your  ftile, 
With  critic  fcales  weighs  out  the  partial  wit, 
What  I,  or  You,  or  He,  or  no  one  writ ; 
Denying  thee  thy  juft  and  proper  worth, 
But  to  give  falfhood's  fpurious  iffue  birth ; 
And  all  felf-will'd  with  lawlefs  hand  to  raife 
Malicious  flander  on  the  bafe  of  praife. 

Difgrace  eternal  wait  the  wretch's  name 
Who  lives  on  credit  of  a  borrow 'd  fame  ; 
Who  wears  the  trappings  of  another's  wit, 
Or  fathers  bantlings  which  he  could  not  get ! 
But  fhrewd  Sufpicion  with  her  fquinting  eye, 
To  truth  declar'd,  prefers  a  whifper'd  lye. 

B  b  2  With 
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With  greedy  mind  the  proffer'd  tale  believes, 
Relates  her  wifhes,  and  with  joy  deceives. 

The  World,  a  pompous  name,  by  cuftom  due 
To  the  fmall  circle  of  a  talking  few, 
With  heart-felt  glee  th7  injurious  tale  repeats, 
And  fends  the  whifper  buzzing  through  the  ftreets. 
The  prude  demure,  with  fober  faint-like  air, 
Pities  her  neighbour  for  fhe's  wondrous  fair. 
And  when  temptations  lie  before  our  feet, 
Beauty  is  frail,  and  females  indifcreet. 
She  hopes  the  nymph  will  every  danger  fhun, 
Yet  prays  devoutly  —  that  the  deed  were  done. 
Mean  time  fits  watching  for  the  daily  lie, 
As  fpiders  lurk  to  catch  a  finlple  fly. 

Yet  is  not  fcandal  to  one  fex  confin'd, 
Though  men  would  fix  it  on  the  weaker  kind. 
Yes,  this  great  lord,  creation's  mafter,  man, 
Will  vent  his  malice  where  the  blockhead  can, 
Imputing  crimes,  of  which  e'en  thought  is  free, 
For  inftance  now,  your  Rofciad  all  to  me. 

If 
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If  partial  friendfhip,  in  thy  fterling  lays, 
Grows  all  too  wanton  in  another's  praife, 
Critics,  who  judge  by  ways  themfelves  have  known, 
Shall  fwear  the  praife,  the  poem  is  my  own ; 
For  'tis  the  method  in  thefe  learned  days 
For  wits  to  fcribble  firft,  and  after  praife. 
Critics  and  Co.  thus  vend  their  wretched  fluff., 
And  help  out  nonfenfe  by  a  monthly  puffr 
Exalt  to  giant's  forms  weak  puny  elves, 
And  defcant  fweetly  on  their  own  dear  felves-j 
For  works  per  month  by  learning's  mid  wives  paid, 
Demand  a  puffing  in  the  way  of  trade. 

Referv'd  and  cautious,  with  no  partial  aim 
My  Mufe  e'er  fought  to  blaft  another's  fame. 
With  willing  hand  cou'd  twine  a  rival's  bays, 
From  candour  filent  where  flie  cou'd  not  praife. 
But  if  vile  rancour,  from  (no  matter  who) 
Ador,  or  mimic,  printer,  or  Review, 
Lies,  oft  o'erthrown,  with  ceafelefs  venom  fpread 
Still  hifs  out  fcandal  from  their  Hydra  head, 

If 
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If  the  dull  malice  boldly  walk  the  town, 
Patience  herfelf  wou'd  wrinkle  to  a  frown. 
Come  then  with  juftice  draw  the  ready  pen, 
Give  me  the  works,  I  wou'd  not  know  the  men. 
All  in  their  turns  might  make  reprifals  too, 
Had  all  the  patience  but  to  read  them  through. 
Come,  to  the  utmoft,  probe  the  delperate  wound, 
Nor  fpare  the  knife  where'er  infection's  found! 

But  Prudence,  Churchill,  or  her  lifter,  Fear, 
Whifpers  forbearance  to  my  fright'ned  ear. 
Oh  !  then  with  me  forfake  the  thorny  road, 
Left  we  fhould  flounder  in  fome  Fleet-Ditch  Ode, 
And  funk  for  ever  in  the  lazy  flood 
Weep  with  the  Naiads  heavy  drops  of  Mud. 

»'*..'•       r.  .      -  {  .  -       .  i'  -*  *  -  ,   '•       ^  »  -      '  f  f        r  i       •  J  -• 

Hail  mighty  Ode  !   which  like  a  pifture  frame, 
Holds  any  portrait,  and  with  any  name  ; 
Or,  like  your  nitches,  planted  thick  and  thin, 
Will  ferve  to  cram  the  random  hero  in. 


Hail 
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Hail  mighty  Bard  too  —  whatfoe'er  thy  name, 
or  Durfy,  for  it's  all  the  fame. 


To  brother  bards  fhall  equal  praife  belong, 
For  wit,  for  genius,  comedy  and  fong  ? 
No  coftive  Mufe  is  thine,  which  freely  rakes 
With  eafe  familiar  in  the  well-known  jakes, 
Happy  in  fkill  to  foufe  through  foul  and  fair, 
And  tofs  the  dung  out  with  a  lordly  air. 
So  have  I  feen,  amidft  the  grinning  throng, 
The  fledge  proceflion  flowly  dragged  along, 
Where  the  mock  female  fhrew  and  hen-peck'd  mate 
Scoop'd  rich  contents  from  either  copious  pail, 
Call'd  burfts  of  laughter  from  the  roaring  rout, 
And  dafli'd  and  fplafh'd  the  filthy  grains  about. 

Quit  then,  my  friend,  the  Mufes'  lov'd  abode, 
Alas !  they  lead  not  to  preferment's  road. 
Be  folemn,  fad,  put  on  the  prieftly  frown, 
Be  dull !  'tis  facred,  and  becomes  the  gown* 
Leave  wit  to  others,  do  a  Chriftian  deed, 
Your  foes  {hall  thank  you,  for  they  know  their  need. 

Broad 
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Broad  is  the  path  by  learning's  foils  poflefs'd, 
A  thoufand  modern  wits  might  walk  abreaft, 
Did  not  each  poet  mourn  his  lucklefs  doom, 
Joftled  by  pedants  out  of  elbow  room. 
I,  who  nor  court  their  love,  nor  fear  their  hate, 
Muft  mourn  in  filence  o'er  the  Mufe's  fate. 
No  right  of  common  now  on  Pindus'  hill, 
While  all  our  tenures  are  by  critic's  will. 
Where,  watchful  guardians  of  the  lady  mufe, 
Dwell  monftrous  giants,  dreadful  tall  REVIEWS, 
Who,  as  we  read  in  fam'd  romance  of  yore, 
Sound  but  a  horn,  prefs  forward  to  the  door. 
But  let  fome  chief,  fome  bold  advent'rous  knight, 
Provoke  thefe  champions  to  an  equal  fight, 
Strait  into  air  to  fpacelefs  nothing  fall 
The  caftle,  lions,  giants,  dwarf  and  all. 

Ill  it  befits  with  undifcerning  rage, 
To  cenfure  Giants  in  this  polifh'd  age, 
No  lack  of  genius  ftains  thofe  happy  times, 
No  want  of  learning,  and  no  dearth  of  rhymes. 

The 
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The  fee-faw  Mufe  that  flows  by  meafurd  laws, 
In  tuneful  numbers,  and  affed:ed  paufe, 
With  found  alone,  found's  happy  virtue  fraught, 
Which  hates  the  trouble  and  expence  of  thought, 
Once,  every  moon  throughout  the  circling  year, 
With  even  cadence  charms  the  critic  ear. 
While,  dire  promoter  of  poetic  fin, 
A  Magazine  muft  hand  the  lady  in. 

.-. <•. .  L;ifc  .•  b  D>li  'l  (J  <? -\  (  v.:  ' 

How  Moderns  write,  how  nervous,  ftrong  and  well, 
The  ANTI-ROSCIAD'S  decent  Mufe  does  tell: 
Who,  while  fhe  ftrives  to  cleanfe  each  actor  hurt, 
Daubs  with  her  praife,  and  rubs  him  into  dirt. 

(  r*;-:'I 
Sure  never  yet  was  happy  aera  known 

So  gay,  fo  wife,  fo  tajieful  as  our  own. 
Our  curious  hiftories  rife  at  once  COMPLETE, 
Yet  ftill  continued^  as  they're  paid,  per  fheeL 

nf  M  11 
See  every  fcience  which  the  world  wou'd  know, 

Your  Magazines  fhall  every  month  beftow, 

C  c  Whofe 
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Whofe  very  titles  fill  the  mind  with  awe, 
Imperial,  Chriftiariy  Rqya!y  Briti/hy  Law'y 
Their  rich  contents  will  every  reader  fit, 
S t at  ef mariy  Divine ,  Philofopher  and  Wit ; 
Compendious  fchemes !  which  teach  all  things  at  once, 
And  make  a  pedant  coxcomb  of  a  dunce. 

But  let  not  anger  with  fuch  frenzy  grow> 
Drawcanfir  like,  to  ftrike  down  friend  and  foe. 
To  real  worth  be  homage  duly  paid, 
But  no  allowance  to  the  paltry  trade. 
My  friends  I  name  not  (though  I  boaft  a  few, 
To  me  an  honour,  and  to  letters  too) 
Fain  would  I  praife,   but,  when  fuch  'Things  oppofe,. 
My  praife  of  courfe  muft  make  them 's  foes. 

If  manly  JOHNSON,  with  fatyric  rage, 
Lafh  the  dull  follies  of  a  trifling  age, 
If  his  ftrong  Mufe  with  genuine  ftrength  afpire> 
Glows  not  the  reader  with  the  poet's  fire  ? 
HIS  the  true  fire,  where  creep  the  witling  fry 
To  warm  themfelves,  and  light  their  ruftilights  by. 

What 
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What  Mufe  like  GRAY'S  fliall  pleafing  penfivc  flow 
Attemper'd  fweetly  to  the  ruftic  woe  ? 
Or  who  like  him  fliall  fweep  the  Theban  lyre, 
And,  as  his  mafter,  pour  forth  thoughts  of  fire  ? 


E'en  now  to  guard  affli&ed  learning's  caufe, 
To  judge  by  reafon's  rules,  and  nature's  laws, 
Boaft  we  true  critics  in  their  proper  right, 
While  LOWTH  and  Learning,  KURD  and  Tafte  unite. 

Hail  facred  names !  —  Oh  guard  the  Mufe's  page, 
Save  your  lov'd  miftrefs  from  a  ruffian's  rage ; 
See  how  flie  gafps  and  ftruggles  hard  for  life, 
Her  wounds  all  bleeding  from  the  butcher's  knife : 
Critics,  like  furgeons,  bleft  with  curious  art, 
Should  mark  each  paffage  to  the  human  heart, 
But  not,  unfldlful,  yet  with  lordly  air, 
Read  furgeon's  lectures  while  they  fcalp  and  tear. 

To  names  like  thefe  I  pay  the  hearty  vow, 
Proud  of  their  worth,  and  not  afliam'd  to  bow. 

C  c  2  To 
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To  thefe  infcribe  my  rude,  but  honeft  lays, 
And  feel  the  pleafures  of  my  confcious  praife. 
Not  that  I  mean  to  court  each  letter'd  name, 
And  poorly  glimmer  from  reflected  fame, 
But  that  the  Mufe,  who  owns  no  fervile  fear> 
Is  proud  to  pay  her  willing  tribute  here. 


PRO- 
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PR      O      L      O      G      U      E, 

Intended  to  have  been  fpoken  at  Drury-lane   theatre, 
on  His  Majefty's  Birth-Day,    1761. 

GENIUS,  neglected,  mourns  his  wither'd  bays  ^ 
But  foars  to  heav'n  from  virtue's  generous  praife* 
When  Kings  themfelves  the  proper  judges  fit 
O'er  the  bleft  realms  of  fcience,  arts  and  wit, 
Each  eager  breaft  beats  high  for  glorious  fame,. 
And  emulation  glows  with  active  flame. 
Thus,  with  Auguftus  rofe  imperial  Rome,. 
For  arms  renown'd  abroad,  for  arts  at  home. 
Thus,  when  Eliza  fill'd  Britannia's  throne, 
What  arts,,  what  learning  was  not  then  our  own  ? 
Then  iinew'd  Genius,  ftrong  and  nervous  rofe,, 
In  Spenfer's  numbers,  and  in  Raleigh's  profe  ; 
On  Bacon's  lips  then  every  fcience  hung, 
And  Nature  fpoke  from  her  own  Shakefpeare's  tongue. 

Her. 


Her  patriot  fmiles  fell,  like  refreshing  dews, 
To  wake  to  life  each  pleafing  ufeful  Mufe, 
While  every  virtue  which  the  Queen  profefs'd, 
Beam'd  on  her  fubjec&s,  but  to  make  them  bleft. 
O  glorious  times !  —  O  theme  of  praife  divine  ! 
—  Be  happy,  Briton,  then  —  fuch  times  are  thine. 

Behold  e'en  now  ftrong  fcience  imps  her  wing, 
And  arts  revive  beneath  a  Patriot  King. 
The  Mufes  too  burft  forth  with  double  light, 
To  fried  their  luftre  in  a  Monarch's  fight. 
His  cheering  fmiles  alike  to  all  extend  — 
Perhaps  this  f pot  may  boaft  a  Royal  Friend. 
And  when  a  Prince,  with  early  judgment  grac'd, 
Himfelf  {hall  marfhal  out  the  way  to  tafte, 
Caught  with  the  flame  perhaps  e'en  here  may  rife 
Some  powerful  genius  of  uncommon  fize, 
And,  pleas'd  with  nature,  nature's  depths  explore, 
And  be  what  our  great  Shakefpeare  was  before. 


GENIUS, 
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GENIUS,    ENVY,   and  TIME, 

A  F  A  B         L  E  ; 

Addrefs'd  to  WILLIAM    HOGARTH,    Efcj. 

IN  all  profeffionary  {kill, 
There  never  was,  nor  ever  will 
Be  excellence,  or  exhibition, 
But  fools  are  up  in  oppofition  ; 
Each  lettered,  grave,  pedantic  dunce 
Wakes  from  his  lethargy  at  once, 
Shrugs,  fhakes  his  head,  and  rubs  his  eyes, 
And,  being  dull,  looks  wond'rous  wife, 
With  folemn  phiz,  and  critic  fcowl, 
The  wifdom  of  his  brother  owL 

MODERNS  !   He  hates  the  very  name  ; 
Your  Antients  have  prefcriptive  claim  :  — - 
But  let  a  century  be  pad, 
And  We  have  tafte  and  wit  at  laft  ; 

For 
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For  at  that  period  Moderns  too 
Juft  turn  the  corner  of  Firtu. 
But  merit  now  has  little  claim 
To  any  meed  of  prefent  fame, 
For  'tis  not  worth  that  gets  you  friends, 
'Tis  excellence  that  moft  offends. 
If,  Proteus-like,  a  GARRICK'S  art, 
Shews  tafte  and  {kill  in  every  part ; 
If,  ever  juft  to  nature's  plan, 
He  is  in  all  the  very  man, 
E'en  here  fhall  envy  take  her  aim, 

write,  and • —  blame. 

The  JEALOUS  WIFE,  tho'  chaftly  writ, 
With  no  parade  of  frippery  wit, 
Shall  fet  a  fcribbling,  all  at  once, 
Both  giant  wit,  and  pigmy  dunce  ; 
While  Critical  Reviewers  write, 
Who  fhew  their  teeth  before  they  bite, 
And  facrifice  each  reputation, 
From  wanton  falfe  imagination. 
Thefe  obfervations,  rather  ftale, 
May  borrow  fpirit  from  a  tale. 

GENIUS, 
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GENIUS,  a  buttling  lad  of  parts. 
Who  all  things  did  by  fits  and  ftarts, 
Nothing  above  him  or  below  him, 
Who'd  make  a  riot,  or  a  poem, 
From  excentricity  of  thought, 
Not  always  do  the  thing  he  ought ; 
But,  was  it  once  his  own  election, 
Would  bring  all  matters  to  perfection ; 
Would  adt,  defign,  engrave,   write,  paint, 
But  neither  from  the  leaft  conftraint, 
Who  hated  all  pedantic  fchools, 
And  fcorn'd  the  glofs  of  knowing  fools, 
That  hold  perfe&ion  all  in  all, 
Yet  treat  it  as  mechanical^ 
And  give  the  fame  fufficient  rule 
To  make  a  poem,  as  a  ftool  — 
From  the  firft  fpring-time  of  his  youth, 
Was  downright  worfhipper  of  truth ; 
And,  witji  a  free  and  liberal  fpirit, 
His  courtfhip  paid  to  lady  MERIT, 


D  d  ENVY, 
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ENVV,  a  fquint-ey'd,  meer  old  maid, 
Well  known  among  the  fcribbling  trade  ; 
A  hag,  fo  very,  very  thin, 
Her  bones  peep'd  through  her  bladder-fkin ; 
Who  could  not  for  her  foul  abide 
That  folks  fhou'd  praife,  where  fhe  muft  chide, 
Follow'd  the  Youth  where'er  he  went, 
To  mar  each  good  and  brave  intent ; 
Would  lies,  and  plots,  and  mifchief  hatch, 
To  ruin  HIM  and  fpoil  the  match. 
Honour  fhe  held  at  bold  defiance, 
Talk'd  much  of  FaSiion^  Gang,  Alliance, 
As  if  the  real  fons  of  tafte 
Had  clubb'd  to  lay  a  DBS  ART  wafte. 

In  fhort,  wherever  GENIUS  came, 
You'd  find  this  Antiquated  Dame ; 
Whate'er  he  did,  where'er  he  went, 
She  followed  only  to  torment ; 
Call'd  MERIT  by  a  thoufand  names, 
Which  decency  or  truth  difclaims, 

While 


While  all  her  bufinefs,  toil,  and  care, 
Was  to  depreciate,  lye,  compare, 
To  pull  the  Modeft  Maiden  down, 
And  blaft  her  fame  to  all  the  town. 

The  Youth,  inflam'd  with  confcious  pride, 
To  Prince  POSTERITY  apply 'd, 
Who  gave  his  anfwer  thus  in  rhyme, 
By  his  chief  minifter,  Old  TIME. 


<c 


Repine  not  at  what  pedants  fay, 
f  5  Well  bring  thee  forward  on  the  way  ; 
<c  If  withered  ENVY  ftrive  to  hurt 
"  With  lies,  with  impudence  and  dirt, 
"  You  only  pay  a  common  tax 
"  Which  fool,  and  knave,  and  dunce  exa&s. 
"  Be  this  thy  comfort,  this  thy  joy, 
"  Thy  ftrength  is  in  it's  prime,  my  boy, 
"  And  ev'ry  year  thy  vigour  grows 
"  Impairs  the  credit  of  thy  foes. 
"  ENVY  (hall  fink,  and  be  no  more 
"  Than  what  her  NAIADS  were  before  j 

D  d  2  "  Mere 
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"  Mere  excremental  maggots,  bred 
"  In  poet's  topfy-turvy  head, 
cc  Born  like  a  momentary  fly, 
"  To  flutter,  buzz  about,  and  die. 

cc  Yet,  GENIUS,  mark  what  I  prefage, 
"  Who  look  through  every  diftant  age  : 
"  MERIT  fhall  blefs  thee  with  her  charms, 

FAME  lift  thy  offspring  in  her  arms, 

And  ftamp  eternity  of  grace 

On  all  thy  numerous  various  race. 
"  ROUBILLIAC,  WILTON,  names  as  high 
"  As  Phidias  of  antiquity, 
"  Shall  ftrength,  expreflion,  manner  give, 
cc  And  make  e'en  marble  breathe  and  live  ; 
"  While  SIGISMUNDA'S  deep  diftrefs, 
"  Which  looks  the  foul  of  wretchednefs, 
cc  When  I,  with  flow  and  foft'ning  pen, 
"  Have  gone  o'er  all  the  tints  agen, 
'<  Shall  urge  a  bold  and  proper  claim 
"  To  level  half  the  antient  fame ; 

While 


"  While  future  ages  yet  unknown 
c<  With  critic  air  fhall  proudly  own 
"  Thy  HOGARTH  firft  of  every  clime, 
"  For  humour  keen,  or  ftrong  fublime, 
"  And  hail  him  from  his  fire  and  fpirit, 
"  The  child  of  GENIUS  and  of  MERIT/ 


The 
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The   PROGRESS    of    ENVY. 

til  "U<i>i^  it;    rrm        m*rf  10  n[ 
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Written  in  the  year  1751* 


AH  me  !  unhappy  ftate  of  mortal  wight, 
Sith  ENVY'S  fure  attendant  upon  fame, 
Ne  doth  fhe  reft  from  rancorous  defpight, 
Until  fhe  works  him  mickle  woe  and  ihame ; 
Unhappy  he  whom  ENVY  thus  doth  ipoil, 
Ne  doth  fhe  check  her  ever  >reftlefs  hate, 
Until  flie  doth  his  reputation  foil  : 
Ah !  lucklefs  imp  is  he,  whofe  worth  elate, 
forces  him  pay  this  heavy  tax  for  being  great, 

II. 

*  It  was  not  originally  intended  to  infert  the  above  poem,  occa- 
fioned  by  LAUDER'S  attack  on  the  chara&er  of  MILTON,  in  this  col- 
ledion  ;  and  it  is  now  done  merely  to  oblige  fcveral  fubfcribers,  who 
have  particularly  defired  it. 


II. 

There  ftood  an  ancient  mount,  yclept  Parnafs, 
(The  fair  domain  of  facred  poefy) 
Which,  with  frelh  odours  ever-blooming,  was 
Befprinkled  with  the  dew  of  Caftaly  ; 
Which  now  in  foothing  murmurs  whifp'ring  glideSj 
Wat'ring  with  genial  waves  the  fragrant  foil, 
Now  rolls  adown  the  mountain's  fteepy  fides, 
Teaching  the  vales  full  beauteoufly  to.  fmile, 
DameNATURE'shandy-work,notform'dbylab'ring'toil. 

III. 

The  MUSES  fair,  thefe  peaceful  fhades  among, 
With  fldlful  fingers  fweep  the  trembling  firings  j 
The  air  in  filence  liftens  to  the  fong, 
And  TIME  forgets  to  ply  his  lazy  wings ; 
Pale-vifag'd  CARE,  with  foul  unhallow'd  feet, 
Attempts  the  fummit  of  the  hill  to  gain, 
Ne  can  the  hag  arrive  the  blifsful  feat ; 
Her  unavailing  ftrength  is  fpent  in  vain, 
CONTENT  fits  on  the  top,  and  mocks  her  empty  pain. 

IV. 
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IV. 

Oft  PHOEBUS  felf  left  his  divine  abode, 
And  here  enflirouded  in  a  fhady  bow'r, 
Regardlefs  of  his  ftate,  lay'd  by  the  God, 
And  own'd  fweet  mufic's  more  alluring  pow'r. 
On  either  fide  was  plac'd  a  peerlefs  wight, 
Whofe  merit  long  had  fill'd  the  trump  of  FAME  ; 
This,  FANCY'S  darling  child,  was  SPENSER  hight, 
Who  pip'd  full  pleafing  on  the  banks  of  Tame ; 
That  no  lefs  fam'd  than  He,  and  MILTON  was  his  name. 

V, 

In  thefe  cool  bowers  they  live  fupinely  calm  ; 
Now  harmlefs  talk,  now  emuloufly  fing  ; 
While  VIRTUE,  pouring  round  her  facred  balm, 
Makes  happinefs  eternal  as  the  fpring. 
Alternately  they  fung  ;   now  SPENSER  'gan, 
Of  joufts  and  tournaments,  and  champions  ftrong ; 
Now  MILTON  fung  of  difobedient  man, 
And  Eden  loft  :   The  bards  around  them  throng, 
Drawn  by  the  wond'rous  magic  of  their  princes'  fong. 

VI. 


VI. 

Not  far  from  thefe,  Dan  CHAUCER,  antient  wi^ht, 
A  lofty  feat  on  Mount  Parnaffus  held, 
Who  long  had  been  the  Mufes'  chief  delight ; 
His  reverend  locks  were  filver'd  o'er  with  eld  ; 
Grave  was  his  vifage,  and  his  habit  plain  ; 
And  while  he  fung,  fair  nature  he  difplay'd, 
In  verfe  albeit  uncouth,  and  fimple  ftrain ; 
Ne  mote  he  well  be  feen,  fo  thick  the  fhade, 
Which  elms  and  aged  oaks  had  all  around  him  made. 

VII. 

Next  SHAKESPEARE  fat,  irregularly  great, 
And  in  his  hand  a  magic  rod  did  hold, 
Which  vifionary  beings  did  create, 
And  turn  the  fouleft  drofs  to  pureft  gold : 
Whatever  fpirits  rove  in  earth  or  air, 
Or  bad  or  good,   obey  his  dread  command ; 
To  his  behefts  thefe  willingly  repair, 
Thofe  aw'd  by  terrors  of  his  magic  wand, 
The  which  not  all  their  pow'rs  united  might  withftand. 

E  e  VIII. 


VIII. 

Befide  the  bard  there  ftood  a  beauteous  maid, 
Whofe  glittering  appearance  dimm'd  the  eyen ; 
Her  thin-wrought  vefture  various  tints  difplay'd, 
FANCY  her  name,  yfprong  of  race  divine ; 
Her  mantle  *  wimpled  low,  her  filken  hair, 

c.    Which  loofe  adown  her  well-turn'd  fhoulders  ftray'd, 
c  She  made  a  net  to  catch  the  wanton  air,' 
Whofe  love-lick  breezes  all  around  her  play'd, 

And  feem'd  in  whifpers  foft  to  court  the  heav'nly  maid. 

IX. 

And  ever  and  anon  fhe  wav'd  in  air 
A  fceptre,  fraught  with  all-creative  pow'r : 
She  wav'd  it  round  :  Eftfoons  there  did  appear 
Spirits  and  witches,  forms  unknown  before  : 
Again  fhe  lifts  her  wonder-working  wand ; 
Eftfoons  upon  the  flow'ry  plain  were  feen 
The  gay  inhabitants  of  fairie  land, 
And  blithe  attendants  upon  MAB  their  queen 
In  myftic  circles  danc'd  along  th'  inchanted  green. 

X. 

*  Wimpled.    A  word  ufed  by  Spenfer  for  hung  down.  The  line  inclofed 
within  Commas  is  one  of  Fairfax's  in  his  tranflation  of  Tafib. 
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X. 

On  th'  other  fide  flood  NATURC,  goddefs  fair; 
A  matron  feem'd  fhe,  and  of  manners  ftaid ; 
Beauteous  her  form,  majeftic  was  her  air, 
In  loofe  attire  of  pureft  white  array'd  : 
A  potent  rod  fhe  bore,  whole  pow'r  was  fuch, 
(As  from  her  darling's  works  may  well  be  fhown)  ., 
That  often  with  its  foul-enchanting  touch, 
She  rais'd  or  joy,   or  caufe  the  deep-felt  groan, 
And  eaeh  man's  paflions  made  fubfervient  to  her  own. 

XL 

But  lo  !  thick  fogs  from  out  the  earth  arife, 
And  murky  mifts  the  buxom  air  invade, 
Which  with  contagion  dire  infect  the  fkies, 
And  all  around  their  baleful  influence  fhed ; 
Th'  infeded  fky,  which  whilom  was  fo  fair, 
With  thick  Cimmerian  darknefs  is  o'erfpread  ; 
The  fun,  which  whilom  flione  without  compare, 
Muffles  in  pitchy  veil  his  radiant  head, 
And  fore  the  time  fore-grieving  feeks  his  wat'ry  bed. 

E  2  XII. 


XII. 

ENVY,  the  daughter  of  fell  Acheron, 
(The  flood  of  deadly  hate  and  gloomy  night) 
Had  left  precipitate  her  Stygian  throne, 
And  thro'  the  frighted  heavens  wing'd  her  flight : 
With  careful  eye  each  realm  fhe  did  explore, 
Ne  mote  fhe  ought  of  happinefs  obferve  ; 
For  happinefs,  alas !  was  now  no  more, 
Sith  ev'ry  one  from  virtue's  paths  did  fwerve, 
And  trample  on  religion  bafe  defigns  to  ferve. 

XIIL 

At  length,  on  bleft  Parnafliis  feated  high, 
Their  temple  circled  with  a  laurel  crown, 
SPENSER  and  MILTON  met  her  fcowling  eye, 
And  turn'd  her  horrid  grin  into  a  frown. 
Full  faft  unto  her  Sifter  did  fhe  poft, 
There  to  unload  the  venom  of  her  breaft, 
To  tell  how  all  her  happinefs  was  croft, 
Sith  others  were  of  happinefs  pofleft  : 
Did  never  gloomy  hell  fend  forth  like  ugly  peft. 

XIV, 
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XIV. 

Within  the  covert  of  a  gloomy  wood, 
Where  fun'ral  cyprefs  ftar-proof  branches  fpread, 
O'ergrown  with  tangling  briers  a  cavern  flood  ; 
Fit  place  for  melancholy  *  dreary -head. 
Here  a  deformed  monfter  joy'd  to  won, 
Which  on  fell  rancour  ever  was  ybent, 
All  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  fun, 
Her  heart  purfued  fpite  with  black  intent, 
Ne  could  her  iron  mind  at  human  woes  relent. 

XV. 

In  flowing  fable  ftole  fhe  was  yclad, 
Which  with  her  countenance  did  well  accord  ; 
Forth  from  her  mouth,  like  one  thro'  grief  gone  mad, 
A  frothy  fea  of  naufeous  foam  was  pour'd  ; 
A  ghaftly  grin  and  eyes  afquint,  difplay 
The' rancour  which  her  hellifh  thoughts  contain, 
And  how,  when  man  is  bleft,  me  pines  away, 
Burning  to  turn  his  happinefs  to  pain ; 
MALICE  the  monfter' s  name,  a  foe  to  God  and  man. 

XV. 

*  Drcary-headt    Gloominefs. 
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XVI. 

Along  the  floor  black  loathfome  toads  (till  crawl, 
Their  gullets  fwell'd  with  poifon's  mortal  bane, 
Which  ever  and  anon  they  fpit  at  all 
Whom  haplefs  fortune  leads  too  near  her  den ; 
Around  her  waift,  in  place  of  filken  zone, 
A  life-devouring  viper  rear'd  his  head, 
Who  no  diftinction  made  'twixt  friend  and  foen, 
But  death  on  ev'ry  fide  fierce  brandifhed, 
Fly,  recklefs  mortals,  fly,  in  vain  is  *  hardy-head. 

XVII. 

Impatient  ENVY,  thro'  th'  astherial  wafte, 
With  inward  venom  fraught,  and  deadly  fpite, 
Unto  this  cavern  fteer'd  her  panting  hafte, 
Enfhrouded  in  a  darkfome  veil  of  night. 
Her  inmoft  heart  burnt  with  impetuous  ire, 
And  fell  deftru&ion  fparkled  in  her  look, 
Her  ferret  eyes  flafh'd  with  revengeful  fire, 
A  while  contending  paflions  utt'rance  choke, 
At  length  the  fiend  in  furious  tone  her  filence  broke. 

XVIII. 

*  Hardy-head.     Courage. 
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XVIII. 

Sifter,  arife !  fee  how  our  pow'r  decays, 
No  more  our  empire  Thou  and  I  can  boaft, 
Sith  mortal  man  now  gains  immortal  praife, 
Sith  man  is  bleft,  and  Thou  and  I  are  loft : 
See  in  what  ftate  Parnaffus'  Hill  appears ; 
See  PHOEBUS'  felf  two  happy  bards  atween  ; 
See  how  the  God  their  fong  attentive  hears ; 
This  SPENSER  hight,  that  MILTON,  well  I  ween! 
Who  can  behold  unmov'd  fike  heart-tormenting  fcene  ? 

XIX. 

Sifter,  arife  !  ne  let  our  courage  droop, 
Perforce  we  will  compel  thefe  mortals  own, 
That  mortal  force  unto  our  force  fhall  ftoop  ; 
ENVY  and  MALICE  then  fhall  reign  alone: 
Thou  beft  has  known  to  file  thy  tongue  with  lies, 
And  to  deceive  mankind  with  fpecious  bait : 
Like  TRUTH  accoutred,  fpreadeft  forgeries, 
The  fountain  of  contention  and  of  hate  : 
Arife,  unite  with  me,  and  be  as  whilom  great  1 

XX. 


XX. 

The  Fiend  obey'd,  and  with  impatient  voice  — 
"  Tremble,  ye  bards,  within  that  blifsful  feat ; 
"  MALICE  and  ENVY  fhall  overthrow  your  joys, 
cc  Nor  PHOEBUS  felf  fhall  our  defigns  defeat. 
"  Shall  We,  who  under  friendship's  feigned  veil, 
"  Prompted  the  bold  archangel  to  rebel ; 
"  Shall  we,  Who  under  fhow  of  facred  zeal, 
"  Plung'd  half  the  pow'rs  of  heav'n  in  loweft  hell  — 
"  Such  vile  difgrace  of  us  no  mortal  man  fhall  tell. 

XXL 

And  now,  more  hideous  rendered  to  the  fight, 
By  reafon  of  her  raging  cruelty, 
She  burnt  to  go,  equipt  in  dreadful  plight, 
And  find  fit  engine  for  her  forgery. 
Her  eyes  inflam'd  did  caft  their  rays  afkance, 
While  hellifh  imps  prepare  the  monfter's  car, 
In  which  fhe  might  cut  thro'  the  wide  expanfe, 
And  find  out  nations  that  extended  far, 
When  all  was  pitchy  dark,  ne  twinkled  one  bright  ftar. 

XXII. 
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XXII. 

Black  was  her  chariot,  drawn  by  dragons  dire, 
And  each  fell  ferpent  had  a  double  tongue, 
Which  ever  and  anon  fpit  flaming  fire, 
The  regions  of  the  tainted  air  among  ; 
A  lofty  feat  the  fifter-monfters  bore, 
In  deadly  machinations  clofe  combin'd, 
Dull  FOLLY  drove  with  terrible  uproar, 
And  cruel  DISCORD  follow'd  faft  behind  ; 
God  help  the  man  'gainft  whomfuch  caitiff  foes  are  join'd. 

XXIII. 

Aloft  in  air  the  rattling  chariot  flies, 
While  thunder  harfhly  grates  upon  its  wheels  ; 
Black  pointed  fpires  of  fmoke  around  them  rife, 
The  air  deprefs'd  unufual  burthen  feels  ; 
Detefted  fight  !  in  terrible  array, 
They  fpur  their  fiery  dragons  on  amain, 
Ne  mote  their  anger  fuffer  cold  delay, 
Until  the  wifh'd-for  region  they  obtain, 
And  land  their  dingy  car  on  Caledonian  plain. 

F  f  XXIV. 


XXIV. 

Here,  deleft  fon  of  MALICE,  long  had  dwelt 
A  wretch  of  all  the  joys  of  life  forlorn  ; 
His  fame  on  double  falfities  was  built : 
(Ah  !  worthlefs  fon,  of  worthlefs  parent  born  !) 
Under  the  {hew  of  femblance  fair,  he  veil'd 
The  black  intentions  of  his  hellifh  breaft ; 
And  by  thefe  guileful  means  he  more  prevail'd 
Than  had  he  open  enmity  profeft :  [dreft. 

The  wolf  more  fafely  wounds  when  in  fheep's  cloathing 

XXV. 

Him  then  themfelves  at  ween  they  joyful  place, 
(Sure  lign  of  woe  when  fuch  are  pleased,  alas !) 
Then  meafure  back  the  air  with  fwifter  pace, 
Until  they  reach  the  foot  of  Mount  Parnafs. 
Hither  in  evil  hour  the  monfters  came, 
And  with  their  new  companion  did  alight, 
Who  long  had  loft  all  fenfe  of  virtuous  fhame, 
Beholding  worth  with  poifonous  defpight ; 
On  his  fuccefs  depends  their  impious  delight. 

XXVI. 


XXVI. 

Long  burnt  He  fore  the  fummit  to  obtain, 
And  fpread  his  venom  o'er  the  blifsful  feat ; 
Long  burnt  He  fore,  but  ftill  He  burnt  in  vain ; 
Mote  none  come  there,  who  come  with  impious  feet. 
At  lenth,  at  unawares,  he  out  doth  fpit 
That  fpite  which  elfe  had  to  himfelf  been  bane  j 
The  venom  on  the  breaft  of  MILTON  lit, 
And  fpread  benumbing  death  thro'  every  vein ; 
The  Bard  of  life  bereft  fell  fenfelefs  on  the  plain. 

XXVII. 

As  at  the  banquet  of  Thyeftes  old, 
The  fun  is  faid  t'  have  fhut  his  radiant  eye, 
So  did  he  now  thro'  grief  his  beams  with-hold, 
And  darknefs  to  be  felt  o'erwhelm'd  the  flcy ; 
Forth  iffued  from  their  difmal  dirk  abodes 
The  birds  attendant  upon  hideous  night, 
Shriek-owls  and  ravens,  whofe  fell  croaking  bodes 
Approaching  death  to  miferable  wight : 
Did  never  mind  of  man  behold  fike  dreadful  fight  ? 

F  f  2  XXVIII. 
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XXVIII. 

APOLLO  wails  his  darling,  done  to  die 
By  foul  attempt  of  ENVY'S  fatal  bane ; 
The  MUSES  fprinkle  him  with  dew  of  Caftaly, 
And  crown  his  death  with  many  a  living  ftrain ; 
Hoary  PARNASSUS  beats  his  aged  breaft, 
Aged,  yet  ne'er  before  did  forrow  know  ; 
The  flowers  drooping  their  defpair  atteft, 
Th'  aggrieved  rivers  queruloufly  flow ; 
All  nature  fudden  groan' d  with  fympathetic  woe. 

XXIX. 

But,  lo  !  the  fky  a  gayer  livery  wears, 
The  melting  clouds  begin  to  fade  apace, 
And  now  the  cloak  of  darknefs  difappears, 
(May  darknefs  ever  thus  to  light  give  place  !) 
Erft  griev'd  APOLLO  jocund  looks  refumes, 
The  NINE  renew  their  whilom  chearful  fong, 
No  grief  PARNASSUS'  aged  breaft  confumes, 
Forth  from  the  teeming  earth  new  flowers  fprpng, 
The  plenteous  rivers  flow'd  full  peacefully  along. 

XXX. 
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XXX. 

The  ftricken  Bard  frefh  vital  heat  renews, 
Whofe  blood,  erft  ftagnate,  rufhes  thro'  his  veins ; 
Life  thro'  each  pore  her  fpirit  doth  infufe, 
And  FAME  by  MALICE  unextinguifh'd  reigns : 
And  fee,  a  Form  breaks  forth,  all  heav'nly  bright, 
Upheld  by  one  of  mortal  progeny, 
A  Female  Form,  yclad  in  fnowy  white, 
Ne  half  fo  fair  at  diftance  feen  as  nigh  ; 
DOUGLAS  and  TRUTH  appear,  ENVY  and  LAUDER  die. 


P  O  E  M  A  T  A. 


PROLOGUS,     1757. 


EST    iSchola    Rhetorices,    celebrat  quam   crebra 
juventus, 

Et  tumido  inflates  ejicit  ore  fonos. 
Qua  quifque  affumit  tragicas  novns  hiftrio  partes, 

Nee  loquitur,  verbum  quin  fapit  omne,  pathos. 
Ingenia  hie  crefcunt,  mox  fueceffura  theatris, 

Regis,  amatoris,  prompta  fubire  vices. 
Multus  ibi  furiis  Macbetha  agitatus  iniquis, 

Elufa  telum  prendit  inane  manu. 
Multus  ibi,  infufcat  cui  vultus  fuber  aduftum, 

Immodicis  faevit  raucus  Othello  minis. 
Omnia  queis  tragicis  opus  eft,  hie  arma  parantur ; 

Auribus  inlidiae  funt,  oculifque  fuze : 
Conatus  manuumque,  pedumque,  orifque  rotundi, 

Certatim  et  vultus  vis,  laterumque  labor. 
Quam  fibi,  dum  geftu  flat  fixus  quifque  filenti, 

Quam  placet  a  fpeculo  forma  reflexa  fui  ! 

G  g  Hac 
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Hac  ftudeant,  cordi  quibus  ars  et  pompa  theatri ! 

Non  tamen  eft  NOB  is  inde  petendus  honor. 
Ingenua  ut  pubes  vultum  fibi  fumat  apertum^ 

Et  fenfim  affuefcat  fortius  ore  loqui ; 
Ne  dubiis  tandem  verba  eluctantia  labris 

Occludat  timidus  praepediatque  pudorj 
Ingrcdimur  fcenam  ;  nee  clam  Vos,  Do&a  Corona, 

Commoda  ab  hoc  tenui  quanta  labore  fluant. 
Hinc  SAPERE  ET  FARI  difcit  generofa  juventus, 

Dum  pavida  accendit  pectora  laudis  amor. 
Freti  his,  majorem  mox  ingrediemur  arenam  ; 

His  ftabilita  vigent  Curia,  Roftra,  Forum* 


PRO- 


PROLOGUS,     1758. 


HI C  nihil  ad  populum  —  non  pompa  hie  vana 
theatri, 

Qualem  ore  attonito  plebs  inhiare  folet : 
Non  fcena  hie  fplendet  magica  variabilis  arte, 

Et  fumit  formas  prodigiofa  novas. 
Non  hie,  librato  fubvectus  fune  per  auras, 

Mercurius  celeres  itque  reditque  vias. 
Nee  freta  caerulea  turgent  undofa  papyro, 

Nee  refinato  fulgurat  igne  polus. 
Janua  nee  caecos  aperit  furtiva  receflus, 

Unde  minutatim  proferat  umbra  caput. 
Quin  valeant  levia  haec  vulgi  crepitacula !  jadiant 

Et  proprium,  et  {implex,  noftra  theatra  decus. 
—  Heus !  nemon  audit  ?  —  fac  furfum  aulea  trahantur ! 

—  En  !  qualis  qualis  fit,   NOVA  SCENA  patet. 
En  Illae,  quas  Vos  Temper  coluiftis,  Athenae, 

Gratia  quas  voluit,  quas  fibi  Mufa  domum. 

G  g  2  Hie 
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Hie  fefe  oftendunt  prifci  monumenta  laboris, 

Queis  ufa  eft  modulis  Vitruviana  Manus ; 
Hie  ftat  Ventorum,  Thefei  hie  venerabile  Fanum,, 

Hie  arce  in  fumma,  Cafta  Minerva,  tuum. 
Omnia  jam  votis  refpondent.     Attica  jam  funt 

Omnia.     Perfonae,  Fabula,  Scena,  Sales. 
Quoque  etiam  magis  hse  noftrae  laetentur  Athenae, 

Cecropidas  ja&ant  Vos,  recoluntque  fuos. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUSin  ADELPHOS,  1759, 


CUM  PatresPopulumque  dolor communis haberety 
Fleret  et  ^Emilium  Maxima  Roma  fuum,. 
Funebres  inter  ludos,  his  dicitur  ipfis 

Scenis  extin&um  condecorafle  ducem. 
Ecquis  adeft,  fcenam  nofte  hac  qui  fpedtet  eandem, 

Nee  nobis  lucftum  fentiet  efle  parem  ? 
Utcunque  arrifit  pulchris  vidloria  caeptis, 

Qua  Sol  extremas  vifit  uterque  plagas, 
Succeflus  etiam  medio  de  fonte  Britannis 

Surgit  amari  aliquid,  legitumufque  dolor. 
Si  famae  generofa  fitis,  fi.  bellica  virtus, 

Ingenium  felix,  intemerata  fides, 
Difficiles  laurus,  ipfoque  in  flore  juventae 

Heu !  nimium  lethi  praecipitata  dies, 
Si  quid  habent  pulchrum  haec,  vel  fi  quid  amabile,  jure 

Efto  tua  haec,  WOLFJ,  laus,  propriumque  decus. 

Nee 
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Nec  moriere  omnis.  —  Quin  ufque  corona  vigebit, 
Unanimis  Britonum  quam  tibi  ne£it  amor. 

Regia  quin  pietas  marmor  tibi  nobile  ponet, 
Quod  tua  perpetuis  pnedicet  adla  notis. 

Confluet  hue  ftudio  vifendi  martia  pubes, 
Sentiet  et  flamma  corda  calere  pari ; 

Dumque  legit  mediis  cecidifle  heroa  triumphis, 

Dket,    SIC  DETUR  VINCERE,    SIC  MORIAR. 


E  P  I- 
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EPILOGUSin  ADELPHOS,  1759. 

S  Y  R  U  S     loquitur. 

OUANT A  intus  turba  eft !  quanto  molimine  fudat, 
Accindlus  cultro  et  forcipe,  quifque  coquusl 
Monftrum  informe  maris — TE  s  T  u  DO — in  prandia  fertur, 

Quae,  varia,  et  {Implex,  omnia  fola  fapit. 
Pullina  efca  placet  ?  —  vitulina  ?  —  fuilla  ?  —  bovina  ? 

Praefto  eft.     Haec  quadrupes  fingula  pifcis  habet. 
De  gente  ^thiopum  conducitur  Archimagirus, 

Qui  fecetj  et  coquat,  et  concoquat,  arte  nova. 
Qui  dode  contundat  aromata;  mifceat  apte 

Thus,  apium,  thyma,  fal,  cinnama,  cepe,  piper. 
Qui  jecur  et  pulmonem  in  frufta  minutula  fcindat, 

Curetque  ut  penitus  fint  faturata  mero. 
Multo  ut  ventriculus  pulchre  flavefcat  ab  ovo  ; 

Ut  tremulus,  circum  vifcera,  vernet  adeps. 
His  rite  inftrudis  conchae  fint  fercula !  nam  Tu, 

TESTUDO  !  et  patinis  fufficis,  atque  cibo. 

Quam 


Quam  cuperem  in  Jaudes  utriufque  excurrere  conchae ! 

Sed  vereor  Calipalh  dicere —  vel  Calipee. 
Vos  etiam  ad  caenam  mecum  appellare  juvaret, 

Vellem  et  relliquias  participate  dapum. 
At  funt  convivse  tarn  multi,  tamque  gulofi, 

Reftabit,  metuo,  nil  nifi  concha  mihL 


R  E  C  T  E 
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Re&e  ftatuit  BAXTERUS  de  Somniorum 
Phsenomenis. 

CUM  nox  tellurem  fufcis  ample&itur  alis, 
Mabba  atomos  jungit  celeres,  et  vefta  per  auras 
Inchoat  affuetos  iimulatrix  regia  ludos. 
Huic  auriga  culex  tortum  quatit  ufque  flagellum, 
Acceleratque  fugam  tardis  ;  retinacula  currus 
Erucae  funt  texta  levis,  radiique  rotartim 
Crufcula  areneoli ;  currus,  quem  dente  fciurus 
Finxerat  e  coryli  fructu,  primaeva  vetuftas 
Hunc  Mabbas  artificem  memorat :  fub  nocte  filenti 
Hoc  inflruda  modo  egreditur,  neque  cernitur  ulli. 
Nonnunquam  leviter  cerebrum  perftringit  Amantis  ; 
Somniat  ille  faces  jaculari  et  vulnera  ocellos, 
Malarum  labrique  rofas,   perfufaque  collo 
Lilia  :  mox  Medici  digitos  titillat,  avarus 
Mercedis  dextram  qui  pandit,  et  acriter  aurum 
Ter  captat ;   ter  vana  manus  eludit  imago. 
Nunc  quoque  fopitae  demulcet  labra  Puellae  ; 
Somniat  ilia  procum,  pulvinoque  ofcula  libans 
Abfens  abfentem  teneris  ampleditur  ulnis ; 

H  h  V 
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Vze  tibi,  fi  Lemurum  videat  Regina  colorem 

Mentitum  fuco,  vultufque  ex  arte  nitentes ! 

Praecipites  aget  ira  manus,  lacerabit  acuto 

Ungue  genas,  fimul  amiffa  dulcedine  fomni, 

Ofculaque,  et  tenues  vanefcit  amator  in  auras. 

Ampla  Sacerdotis  nonnunquam  tranfvolat  ora ; 

Continue  roftrum  confcendens  Hie  therna  trinas 

Dividit  in  partes,  exponendoque  laborat, 

Vel  vigilem  credas,  adeo  dormitat.     Ad  aures 

Militis  hinc  migrat;  turbatur  imagine  belli 

Fortis  eques,  gemitufque  audit,  ftrepitufque,  tubafque, 

Exilit,  et  paulum  trepidans,  infomnia  diris 

Devovet,  in  ledo  prolabitur, — obdormifcit. 

Nunc  Rabulam  palma  mulcet,  qui  litibus  aptus, 

Defenforis  agit  caufam,  adiorifque  peritus, 

Inne6tenfque  moras  ad  finem  decipit  ambos. 

Sin  cafu  vifat  facilis  regina  Poetam, 

Hunc  fibi  plaudentem  deludit  amabilis  error, 

Et  riguos  fontes,  et  amaenos  fomniat  hortos  ; 

Cum  vero  vigil  ille  domum  exploraverit  omnem, 

Viderit  et  triftis  quam  fit  fibi  curta  fupellex, 

Quam  vellet  Temper  dormire  !  —  Volubilis  inde 

Judicis  invehitur  trans  nafum,  et  naribus  illi 

Emundo 


Emundo  fubolet  caufa.     Interdum  Dea  fefib 
Blanditur  Servo,  qui  libertate  vagatur, 
Exultans  redit  ad  patriam  caroique  penates, 
Et  gremio  uxoris  longis  amplexibus  ha^ret. 
Deinde  rota  ftrepitante  fremit  per  colla  Tyranni  • 
Umbrarum  ante  oculos  furgit  chorus,  improbus  orco 
Qiias  dedit  infontes ;  furiis  agitatur  acerbis 
Confcia  mens,  ledoque  quies  fimul  exulat.     Inde 
Si-  currus  fledat,  placidiffima  munera  fomni 
Qua  carpit  Sceleris  Purus ;  non  territus  ille 
Spedrorum  eft  caetu,  et  furiarum  ultricibus  iris, 
Sed  molli  potitur  requie,  aut  fi  fomniat,  umbrae 
Deledant  oculos  gratae  ;   praedulcis  imago 
Virtutis  reficit  mentem,  et  tellure  relicla 
Radit  iter  liquidum  casli,  fruiturque  deorum 
Colloquio  felix.     O  Tu  !  quicunque  beatum 
Te  velis,  et  tuto  tranquillum  carpere  fomnum  ; 
I,  pete,  quo  virtus  duck  !  ne  vindice  curru 
Mabba  ferox  inftet,  vexentque  cubilia  curae. 
I,  pete,  quo  virtus  ducet !  te  numine  molli 
Mabba  teget,  radetque  levi  tua  pedora  curru. 

In  Comitiis  Pofteribus,  Apr.  5,   1753. 
H  h  2  Carmina 
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Carmina  ad  Nobiliflum  THOMAM  HOLLES 
DUCEM  DE  NEWCASTLE  infcripta,  cum 
Academiam  Cantabrigienfem  Bibliothecse 
Reftituendae  caufa  inviferet. 

Prid.  Kalend.  Maias,   1755. 

D  E      R  E  G  E. 

AUGUSTUS,  Artium  ufque  fautor  optimus, 
Hie  moenia  baud  inaufpicato  numine 
Condi  imperavit  confecrata  literis, 
Eo  nitore  &  partium  elegantia, 
Ut  invidenda  fint  vel  illis  ^Edibus 
Quae  feculorum  voce  comprobantium 
Prae  caeteris  fuperbiunt,  juftiflima 
Romas  recentis  &  vetuftae  gloria. 
Nee  his  fupellex  digna  deerit  moenibus, 
Et  Vaticanae,  Bodleanasque  semula  ; 
Id  Ille  abunde  caverat,   noviffimus 
Dedit  volenti  jura  qui  Britanniae. 

Brunfvichianis 
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Brunfvichianis  fcilicet  fanctiffimum  eft 
Legefque  tutari  &  fovere  Literas. 

AD     CANCELLARIUM. 

OTu,  qui  doctas  Cami  feliciter  artes 
Protegis,  Aonii  duxque  decufque  chori, 
Quod  Domus  incipiat  tarn  laeto  haec  omine  condi, 

Quae  nee  Bodleio  cedat,  id  omne  tuum  eft. 
Munera  dant  numerofa  manus  procerumque  patrumque, 

Exemplo  &  monitis  exftimulata  tuis. 
Perge  fovere  Artes,  nee  vanum  urgere  laborem : 

Tarn  pulchrum  pulchre  Mufa  rependet  opus. 
Haec  moles  quanquam  ipfa  met ;  monumenta,  Camenas 

Qux  condent,  nullo  funt  ruitura  die. 


A  N 


A       N     *;  '  ^n^tP^ff  i^O  ^fY, 

Written  in  a   Country  Church- Yard. 
By       Mr.      G     R     A     Y. 

THE  eurfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
The  lowing  herd  wind  flowly  o'er  the  lea, 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landfcape  on  the  fight, 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftillnefs  holds, 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  drony  flight, 
And  drowfy  tinklings  lull  the  diftant  folds ; 

Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tow'r 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 
Of  fuch,  as  wand'ring  near  her  fecret  bow'r, 
Moleft  her  ancient,  folitary  reign. 

Beneath 


239     ] 
CARMEN     ELEGIACUM, 

In  CIM^ETERIO  RUSTICO  compofitum. 

AUdiftin  !  quam  lenta  fonans  campana  per  agros, 
^Erato  occiduam  nuntiat  ore  diem. 
Armenta  impellunt  crebris  mugitibus  auras, 

Laflatufque  domum  rufticus  urget  iter. 
Solus  ego  in  tenebris  moror,  &  veftigia  folus 
Compono  tacita  nocte,  vacoque  mihi. 

Omnia  pallefcunt  jam  decedentia  vifu, 
Et  terra  &  ccelum,  qua  patet,  omne  filet. 

Cun6ta  filent,  niri  mufca  fliam  fub  vefpere  fero 
Raucifonans  pigram  qua  rotat  orbe  fugam ; 

Cundla  filent,  nifi  qua  faciles  campanula  fomnos 
Allicit,  &  lento  murmure  mulcet  oves. 

Quaque  hedera  antiquas  focia  compleftitur  umbra 

Turres,  feralis  lugubre  cantat  avis ; 
Et  ftrepit  ad  lunam,   fi  quis  fub  no&e  vagetur 

Imperium  violans,  Cynthia  Diva,  tuum, 

Has 


Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  friade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  moukTring  heap, 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  fleep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  morn, 
The  fvvallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftraw-built  fhed, 
The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  ecchoing  horn, 
No  more  {hall  roufe  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fliall  burn, 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care  : 
No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  fhare. 

Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield, 
Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke ; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  fturdy  ftroke! 


Let 


J 

CARMEN     ELEGIACUM, 

In  CIMJETERIO  RUSTICO  compofitum. 

.fpv-fi  ivlmszl  siW  lo  -  ?•;;!.';; '/if:*  ^bi;;  ?:iT 

AUdiftin !  quam  lenta  fonans  campana  per  agros, 
^rato  occiduam  nuntiat  ore  diem. 
Armenta  impellunt  crebris  mugitibus  auras, 

Laflatuique  domum  rufticus  urget  iter. 

Solus  ego  in  tenebris  moror,  &  veftigia  folus 

Compono  tacita  nodle,  vacoque  mihi. 

Omnia  pallefcunt  jam  decedentia  vifu, 

Et  terra  &  coelum,  qua  patet,  omne  iilet. 

Cundla  filent,  nifi  mufca  fuam  fub  vefpere  fero 
Raucifonans  pigram  qua  rotat  orbe  fugam ; 

Cundta  filent,  nili  qua  faciles  campanula  fomnos 
Allicit,  &  lento  murmure  mulcet  oves. 

Quaque  hedera  antiquas  focia  compleditur  umbra 

Tnrres,  feralis  lugubre  can  tat  avis ; 
Et  ftrepit  ad  lunam,  ii  quis  fub  nocle  vagetur 

Imperium  violans,  Cynthia  Diva,  tuum. 

I  i  Has 


-    [   H'   ]    _     ; 

Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-trees  fhade, 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'ring  heap. 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  fleep. 


J  ni 


The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  morn, 
The  fwallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftraw-built  fhed, 
The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 
No  more  {hall  roufe  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 


For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  burn, 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care  : 
No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  mare. 


Oft 
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Has  propter  veteres  ulmos,  taxique  fub  umbra 
Qua  putris  multo  ceipite  turget  humus, 

Dormit,  in  aeternum  dormit  gens  prifca  colonum, 
Quifque  fua  angufta  conditus  ufque  domo. 

Hos  nee  mane  novum,  Zephyrique  fragrantior  aura, 

Nee  gallus  vigili  qui  vocat  ore  diem, 
Nee  circumvolitans  quae  ftridula  garrit  hirundo 

Stramineumque  alta  fub  trabe  figit  opus, 
Undique  nee  cornu  vox  ingeminata  fonantis 
elicient  hos,  repetentque  toro. 


Amplius  his  nunquam  conjux  bene  fida  marito 

Ingeret  ardenti  grandia  Hgna  foco  ; 
Nee  reditum  expe&ans  domini  fub  vefpere  fero 

Excoquet  agreftes  oifEciofa  dapes; 
Nee  curret  raptim  genitoris  ad  ofcula  proles, 
Nee  reducem  agnofcent  aemula  turba  patrem. 

;  .,./0  vriv^'.^/i  "il 
I  i  2  Quam 


Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield, 
Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke  f 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  fturdy  ftroke!' 

,vru£  r.b.ui^LaupIv/ilq^S  ^njivoa  3, 

.    •-•"": 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil,. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfcure  ; 
Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  difdainful  fmile, 
The  fhort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow'r, 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave, 
Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour. 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave, 
jtofoin  jjtu'jio  hs  eiioMDg  nillci; 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault, 
If  Mem'ry  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife, 
Where  thro'  the  long-drawn  ifle  and  fretted  vault 
The  pealing  anthem  fwells  the  note  of  praife. 

Can 


[     245     ] 

Quam  fagpe  Hi  raftris  glebam  fregere  feracem  ! 

Saspe  horum  cecidit  falce  refe&a  feges. 
Quam  Ijeti  egerunt  ftridentia  plauftra  per  agros; 

Et  ftimulis  tardos  increpuere  boves ! 
Horum  fylva  vetus  quam  concidit  ida  bipenni^ 

Quaque  ruit  late  vi  tremefecit  humum! 

Ne  tamen  Ambkio  rifu  male  lacta  maligno^ 
Sortemve,  aut  lufus,  aut  rude  temnat  opus  ? 

Nee  fronte  excipiat  ventofa  Superbia  torva 
Pauperis  annales,  hiftoriafque  breves  ! 

Et  generis  ja6latus  honos,  dominatio  regum, 

Quicquid  opes,  quicquid  forma  dedere  boni, 
Supremam  iimul  hanc  expectant  omnia  nodlem  : 

Scilicet  ad  lethum  ducit  honoris  iter. 

:  ~) 

Nolite  hos  humiles  culpae  infimulare,  Superbi, 
Quod  domini  oftendant  nulla  trophaea  decus, 

Qua  canit  amifTum  longo  ordine  turba  patronum, 
Clarofque  ingeminant  clauftra  profunda  fonos. 

An 


[     346     ] 

Can  ftoried  urn  or  animated  buft 
Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  filent  duft, 
Or  Flatt'ry  footh  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death  ? 


Perhaps  in  this  neglected  fpot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeftial  fire  : 
Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd, 
Or  wak'd  to  extafy  the  living  lyre. 


But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll ; 
Chill  penury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage, 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ferene 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear ; 
Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blufh  unfeen, 
And  wafte  its  fweetnefs  on  the  defert  air. 

Some 


An  vanis  infcripta  notis  anguilior  urna, 
Phidiacumve  loquens  nobile  marmor  opus, 

An  revocent  animam  fatali  a  fede  fugacem  ? 
Detque  iterum  vita  poffe  priore  frui  ? 

Poflit  adulantum  fermo  penetrare  fepulchrum  ? 

Evocet  aut  manes  laus  et  inanis  honor  ? 

i 

Forfan  in  hoc,  olim  divino  femine  prasgnans 
Ingenii,  hoc  aliquis  cefpite  dormit  adhuc. 

Negle&o  hoc  forfan  jaceat  fub  cefpite,  fceptra 
Cujus  tradtarint  imperiofa  manus. 

• 

Vel  quales  ipfo  forfan  vel  Apolline  dignae 
PuUarint  dodto  pollice  fila  lyrse. 

Dodrinae  horum  oculis  antiqua  volumina  prifcse 

Nunquam  divitias  explicuere  fuas. 
Horum  autem  ingenium  torpefcere  fecit  egeftas 

Afpera,  &  anguftae  fors  inimica  domi. 

Multa  fub  oceano  pellucida  gemma  latefcit, 

Et  rudis  ignotum  fert  &  inane  decus. 
Plurima  negle&os  fragrans  rofa  pandit  odores, 

Ponit  et  occiduo  pendula  fble  caput, 

Mrmdus 


[     248     ] 

Some  village-Hampden,  that  with  dauntlefs  breaft 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withftood  ; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft, 
Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood. 


Th'  applaufe  of  lift'ning  fenates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife, 
To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land, 
And  read  their  hiftory  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbad :  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd 
Forbad  to  wade  through  Slaughter  to  a  throne, 
And  fruit  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind, 


Yet 


[     249     3 

j£  mul  us  Hamdeni  hie  aliquis  requiefcat  agreftis, 

Quern  patriae  indignans  exftimulavit  amor  ; 
Aufus  hie  exiguo  eft  villas  oppugnare  tyranno, 

Aflerere  et  forti  jura  paterna  manu. 
Aut  mutus  forfan,  fatoque  inglorius,  alter 

Hac  vel  Miltono  par  requiefcat  humo. 
Dormiat  aut  aliquis  Cromuelli  hie  asmulus  audax, 

Qui  patriam  poterit  vel  jugulafle  fuam. 

..7  ibflj  :Jo  icn^J  ai^^tirri  c>b  ?:p£  "nAT 
Eloquio  arre£tum  prompto  mulcere  fenatum, 

Exilii  immoto  pe<Elore  ferre  minas, 
Divitias  larga  in  patriam  diffundere  d extra, 

Hiftoriam  ex  populi  colligere  ore  fuam, 

j^~:  ;T  :4a  ::l!/cn1  ^{\jfferi  j:'v.ioir,:'K ••'! 
Illorum  vetuit  fors  improba,  —  nee  tamen  ar6to 

Tantum  ad  virtutem  limite  claufit  iter, 
Verum  etiam  8c  vitia  ulterius  tranfire  vetabat, 

Nee  dedit  his  magnum  pofle  patrare  fcelus. 
Hos  vetuit  temere  per  ftragem  invadere  regnum, 

Excipere  et  furda  fupplicis  aure  preces, 

K  k  ^entire 


The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide, 
To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  fhame, 
Or  heap  the  fhrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  Mufe's  flame. 

iij.M;  f3uhofgn£  or/piOfci   .risho!  oi/lyrn  ;h;A 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrife,, 
Their  fober  wifhes  never  learned  to  ftray  ; 
Along  the  cool  fequefter'd  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noifelefs  tenor  of  their  way. 

,  <  r  :IN  D  sny'i  biaofiuxi  oiqmorq  mr/SaiiE  .oil/pel  3 

Yet  ev'n  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  protect, 
Some  frail  memorial  ftill  erected  nigh, 
With  uncouth  rhirnes  and  fhapelefs  fculpture  deck'd, 
Implores  the  pafling  tribute  of  a  figh. 


Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by  th'  unlettered  Mufe, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply  : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  fhe  ftrews, 
That;  teach  the  ruftic  moralift  to  die, 


For 


Sentire  ingenuum  nee  dedidicere  ruborem, 
Confcia  fuffufus  quo  notat  ora  pudor. 

Luxuria  hi  nunquam  fefe  immerfere  fuperba, 
Nee  Mufx  his  laudes  proftituere  fuas. 

At  placide  illorum,  procul  a  certamirie  turbae 
Spectabant  propriam  fobria  vota  domum  ; 

Quifque  fibi  vivens,  &  fponte  inglorius  exul, 
Dum  tacito  elabens  vita  tenore  fluit. 

^  •*' 

Hsec  tamen  a  damno  qui  fervet  tutius  ofia, 
En  tumulus  fragilem  praebet  amicus  opem ! 

Et  vera  agrefti  eliciunt  fufpiria  corde 
Incultae  effigies,   indocilefque  modi. 


Atque  locum  fupplent  elegorum  nomen  6c  anni 
Quae  forma  infcribit  ruftica  Mufa  rudi  : 

Multa  etiam  facri  diffundit  commata  textus, 
Queis  meditans  difcat  vulgus  agrefte  mori. 


K  k  a  Heu 
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For  who,  to  dumb  forge  tfulnefs  a  prey> 
This  pleafing  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd, 
Left  the  warm  precin&s  of  the  ch  earful  day,. 
Nor  caft  one  longing  lingering  look  behind  ? 

On  fome  fond  breaft  the  parting  foul  relies, 
Some  pious  drops  the  clofing  eye  requires  ; 
Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  crie^ 
Ev'n  in  our  afhes  live  their  wonted  fires. 


zulumin  ml 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 
Deft  in  thefe  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate  .$LL. 
If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led, 
Some  kindred  fpirit  fhall  inquire  thy  fate, 


Haply  fome  hoary-headed  fwain  may  fay, 
Oft  have  we  fee  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 
Brufhing  with  hafty  fteps  the  dews  away 
To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 


"  There 
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Heu,  quis  enim  dubia  hac  dulcique  excedere  vita 

Juflus,  et  aeternas  jam  fubiturus  aquas, 
Defcendit  nigram  ad  no&em,  cupidufque  fuprema 

Nan  faltem  occiduam  refpicit  ore  diem  ? 

Decedens  alicui  faltem  mens  fidit  amico 

In  cujus  blando  pectore  ponit  opem, 
Fletum  aliquem  expofcunt  jam  deficientia  morte     ' 

Lumina,  amicorum  qui  riget  imbre  genas. 
Quin  etiam  ex  tumulo,  veteris  non  infcia  flammae, 

Natura  exclamat  fida,  memorque  fui. 

At  tibi,  qui  tenui  hoc  deducis  carmine  fortem, 

Et  defundtorum  ruftica  fata  gemis, 
Hue  olim  intentus  fi  quis  veftigia  fledlat 

Et  fuerit  qualis  fors  tua  forte  roget, 

Huic  aliquis  forfan  fenior  refpondeat  ultro, 
Cui  niveis  albent  tempora  fparfa  comis, 

Vidimus  hunc  quam  faepe  micantes  roribus  herbas 
Verrentem  rapido,  mane  rubente,  gradu. 

Ad  rofeum  folis  properabat  faepius  ortum, 
Summaque  tendebat  per  juga  laetus  iter. 

Saspe 


<c 
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C£  There  at  the  foot  of  younder  nodding  beech 
That  wreathes  its  old  fantaftic  roots  fo  high, 
His  liftlefs  length  at  noon-  tide  would  he  ftretch, 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 


"  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn, 
"  MuttVing  his  wayward  fancies  he  wou'd  rove  ; 
<c   Now  drooping,  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
*c  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crols'd  in  hopele(s  love. 


cc 


**  One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cuftom'd  hill, 
"  Along  the  heath  and  near  his  favVite  tree  : 
cc  Another  came  ;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 

Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  woods  was  he. 


"  The  next  with  dirges  due,  in  fad  array, 
Slow  through  the  church-yard  path  we  faw  him  born, 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can'ft  read)  the  lay, 
Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn. 


cc 


THE 


[     *5S     ] 

Saape  fub  hac  fago,  radices  undique  circurrr 

Quae  varie  antiquas  implicat  alta  fuas, 
Stratus  humi  meditans  medio  procumberet  aaftu,, 

Luftraretque  inhians  flebile  murmur  aquas. 

Saepius  hanc  fylvam  propter,  viridefque  receffus 
Urgeret  meditans  plurima,  lentus  iter, 

Intentam  hie  multa  oblectaret  imagine  mentemy 
Mufarumque  frequens  follicitaret  opemr 

Jam  veluti  demens,   tacitis  erraret  in  agris, 
Aut  cujus  ftimulat  corda  repulfus  amor. 

Mane  aderat  nuper,  tamen  hunc  nee  viderat  arbos,, 

Nee  juga,  nee  faliens  fons,  tacitumve  nemus ; 
Altera  lux  oritur ;  nee  aperta  hie  valle  videtur. 

Nee  tamen  ad  fagum,  nee  prope  fontis  aquanv 

»hJ!il1  cif!  v/;;ib  -iD 
Tertia  fucceffit  —  lentoque  exangue  cadaver 

Ecce  fepulcrali  eft  pompa  fecuta  gradu. 
Tu  lege,  namque  potes,  cslatum  in  marmore  carmen, 

Quod  juxta  has  vepres  exhibet  ifte  lapis. 

E  P  I- 


THE      EPITAPH. 

<^ 

HERE  refts  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown, 
Fair  fcience  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth, 
And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

t-nijj.'  m  irjc/ria  sili')£l   faa3.cnt3b  iiLiyr  rnsT 
Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  fincere, 
Heav'n  did  a  recompence  as  largely  fend  : 
He  gave  to  mis'ry  all  he  had,  a  tear, 
He  gain'd  from  Heav'n  ( 'twas  all  he  wifh'd)  a  friend. 

No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe, 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe) 
The  bofom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


SONG, 


EPltAPHIUM. 


CUI  nunquam  favit  fama  aut  fortuna  fecunda, 
Congefto  hoc  juvenem  cefpite  fervat  humus. 
Huic  tamen  arrifit  jucunda  Scientia  vultu, 
Selegitque,  habitans  pe&ora,  Cura  fibi. 

Largus  opum  fuit,   &  finc^ro  pc<Sore  fr«tu§, 

Accepit  pretium  par,  tribuente  Deo. 
Indoluit  miferans  inopi,  lacrymafque  profudit. 
—  Scilicet  id,  miferis  qucxl  daret,  ornne  fuit, 
A  coelo  interea  fidum  ajcquifivit  araicum, 

Scilicet  id,  cuperet  quod  magis,  omne  fuit. 

Ne  merita  ulterius  defuncti  exquirere  pergas, 

Nee  vitia  ex  facra  fe<ie  refeirre  petas. 
Utraque  ibi  trepida  parit-er  fp?e  <:c»ic}it^  jreftaat, 

In  gremio  Patris  fcilicet  atque  Dei. 

L  1  CAR- 
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SO  N  G4    by  a  Perfon   of   Quality*. 

aX^l  J  1  A'\,  1  JA 

IT^Lutt'ring  fpread  thy  purple  pinions, 


Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart ; 
e  in  thy  dominions  ; 
Nature  muft  give  way  to  art. 


I  a  .flave  in  thy  dominions  ; 


Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 
Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks,, 

See  my  weary  days  confuming,  '•  -1 
All  beneath  yon  flow'ry  rocks. 


Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping^  ;^   t!^ 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth  : 
Him  the  Boar  in  filence  creeping, 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

fwti?    .:-,-ljjrro  rf^rrfA^b  wv&fls?  .ktiiwa  ry-SL 
Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers  j 

Fair  Difcretion,  firing  the  lyre  ; 
Sooth  my  ever-  waking  flumbers  : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir  ! 

Gloomy 
*  From  Pope's  Works. 
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TUQUE  adeo  rofeas  expande  volatilis  alas, 
Et  leviter  pe&us  tange,  Cupido,  meum. 
Imperils,  pulchelle,  tuis  ego  fervulus  ultro  ; 
Naturam  ars  vidrix  fcilicet  ufque  domat. 

,,vvc!:k7  vrn-i:>'0  ^tt'vfcd.E&sA^oH 
Arcades,  aeterno  viridantes  flore  juventx, 

Node  innutantes  qualibet  inter  oves, 
Afpicite,  ut  fenfim  languens  juvenilior  aetas, 
Haec  juxta,  haec,  inquam,  florea  faxa  perit! 

^bcsv/  frivol  .f{?<r^fi:  vrb  r?O 
Ante  omnes  carum  fie  flevit  Adonida  Cypris, 

Deceptufque  Deam  triftius  uffit  Amor ; 
Hunc,  tacite  adrepens  per  denfa  filentia  no&is 
Incautum  faevo  dente  momordit  Aper. 

(*  x»ifi<|0cjl;onijT   }o  L'lid  ^rf;  :y^t 
<~»     i-  -'> 

Stringe  lyram  interea  pulchre  Prudentia  ludens, 
Harmoniaeque  graves,  Cynthia,  funde  modos ! 

Do&ae  ambas  vigiles  curas  fopire  canendo, 

Tuque  tuum  imperti,   Praefes  Apollo,  chorum ! 

L  1  2  Tuque 
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Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains,. 

Lead  me  to  the  cryftal  mirrors, 
Wat'ring  foft  Elyfian  plains. 

Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willowy 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus  hov'ring  o'er  my  pillow, 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

Melancholy,  fmooth  Maeander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flow'ry  chaplets  crown'd. 


Thus  when  Philomela  drooping, 
Softly  feeks  her  filent  mate, 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  ftooping ; 
Melody  refigns  to  fate. 


C 

Tuque  adamantels,  Pluton,  armate  catenis, 
O  Tu  Terrorum  Rex,  raetuende  Deus, 

Due  me,  qua  paffim  chryftallina  flumina  currunt, 
Elyfiique  lavat  lucida  lympha  nemus. 

Vos  etiam  masfti  falices,  triftefque  cupreffi, 
Aureliae  aeternum  ferta  dicata  meas  ;  ; 

Audi  etiam,  Morpheu,  divum  placidiflime  Morpheu, 
Ut  queror,  ut  penitus  maceror  igne  novo. 

Trifte  fluens,  fed  lene  fluens,,  Maeander,  amaeno 
Murmure  qui  curfum  flexilis  orbe  rotas ! 

Margine  faepe  etiam  quam  plurimus  erat  amator, 
Cui  tua  fubmittunt  florea  dona  decus. 

Sic  quando  fenfim  languens  Philomela,  filentem 
Mollior  aggreditur,  nee  fine  voce,  procum  ; 

Afpiee,  de  ccelo  interea  Junonius  ales 
Defcendens,  fato  cedit  inane  Melos. 


A  D  V  E  R- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  Managers  of  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  think- 
ing themfelves  bound  to  join  the  reft  of 
the  nation,  in  public  congratulations  of  their  Ma- 
jefties,  on  their  aufpicious  nuptials  ;  the  following 
little  piece  was  written  merely  with  a  view  of  mani- 
fefting  fuch  their  loyalty  and  gratitude,  to  the  beft  of 
monarchs,  and  moft  candid  encourager  of  theatrical 
exhibitions.  The  reader,  as  well  as  the  fpe&ator, 
will  eafily  difcover  that,  the  author  has  paid  but 
little  attention  to  the  nature  of  dramatic  compo- 
fition,  in  the  conduct  of  this  piece  ;  and  indeed,  in 
the  reprefentation,  the  labours  of  the  poet  and  the 
compofer  appeared  very  inferior  to  the  elegant  tafte  of 
the  managers  in  the  decoration. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 


DAM^ETAS, 
DAMON, 

PRIEST, 


SYLVIA, 
PHOEBE, 
DELIA* 


ARCADIA. 


A    R    C    A    D     I     A. 

A 

DRAMATIC    PASTORAL. 

S  C  E  N  E    I.     A  view  of  the  country. 
SHEPHERDS    and   SHEPHERDESSES.. 

CHORUS. 

SHepherds,  buxom,  blith  and  freer 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity, 

\'    1   T  A  '  '  "1  L»  vl   >J     • 
SYLVIA. 

AT         T) 
A        1         JX* 

Hither  hafte,  and  bring  along 
Merry  tale  and  jocund  fong» 

To 


. 

To  the  pipe  and  tabor  beat 
Frolic  measures  with  your  feet. 
Ev'ry  gift  of  time  employ  ; 
Make  the  moft  of  proffer'd  joy. 
Pleafure  hates  the  fcanty  rules 
Portioned  out  by  dreaming  fools. 

CHORUS. 

•  -^  • 
Shepherds,  buxom,  blith  and  free, 

jMow's  the  time  for  jollity. 

dance -of  Shepherds,  6cc. 


S  Y  L  V  I   A. 

RECITATIVE. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  fwains,  rejoice; 
It  is  the  heart  that  prompts  the  voice. 
Be  forrow  banifh'd  far  away ; 
Thyrfis  fhall  make  it  ioly-day, 

Who 


Who  at  his  name  can  joy  fiipprefs  ? 

f. 
ARCADIAN-BORN  to  rule  and  blefs. 

DAMON. 

And  hark  !  from  rock  to  rock  the  found 
Of  winding  horn,  and  deep-mouth'd  hound, 
Breaking  with  rapture  on  the  ear, 
Proclaims  the  blithfome  Phoebe  near : 
See  where  fhe  haftes  with  eager  pace, 
To  fpeak  the  joys  that  paint  her  face. 

SCENE       II. 

/ 

Opens  to  a  profpect  of  rocks. 
Huntfmen,  Huntrefles,  &c.  coming  down  from  them. 
PHOEBE. 

Hither  I  fpeed  with  honeft  glee, 
Such  as  befits  the  mind  that's  free ; 

M  m  Your 


. 

Your  chearful  troop,  blith  youth,  to  join,. 
And  mix  my  focial  joys  with  thine. 
Now  may  each  nymph,  and  frolic  fwain, 
O'er  mountain  fteep,   or  level  plain, 
Court  buxom  health,  while  jocund  horn 
Bids  echo  wake  the  fluggard  morn. 

.         V>'  •      •'•-•>          '      •..•*;  ?.          .     '*j'  .  I      .  ,         .  *  '          ',  !    ;  • 

A     I     R. 

When  the  morning  peeps  forth,  and  the  zephyr rs 

cool  gale, 

Carries  fragrance  and  health  over  mountain  and  dale ; 
Up,  ye  nymphs,  and  ye  fwains,  and  together  we'll  rove, 
Up  hill,  down  the  valley,  by  thicket  or  grove  : 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horns,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 

Let  the  wretched  be  flaves  to  ambition  and  wealth  ; 
All  the  blefling  we  afk  is  the  bleffing  of  health. 
So  fhall  innocence'  felf  give  a  warrant  to  joys 
No  envy  difturbs,  no  dependence  deftroys. 

Then 


Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 

O'er  hill,  dale,  and  woodland,  with  rapture  we  roam; 
Yet  returning,  ftill  find  the  dear  pleafures  at  home ; 
Where  the  chearful  good  humour  gives  honefty  grace, 
And  the  heart  fpeaks  content  in  the  fmiles  of  the  face. 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 

D  A  M  M  T  A  S. 

RECITATIVE. 

Small  care,  my  friends,  your  youth  annoys, 
Which  only  looks  to  prefent  joys. 

SYLVIA.' 

Though  the  white  locks  of  filver'd  age, 
And  long  experience  hail  thee  fage ; 

M  m  2  111 
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111  fuits  it  in  this  joy,   to  wear 
A  brow  fo  over-hung  with  care. 
Better  with  us  thy  voice  to  raife, 
And  join  a  whole  Arcadia's  praife. 

D  A  MJB,  T  AS. 

With  you  I  joy  that  Thirfis  reigns 
The  guardian  o'er  his  native  plains  : 
But  praife  is  fcanty  to  reveal 
The  fpeaking  blellings  all  muft  feel. 


A  M  O  N. 


True,  all  muft  feel  —  but  thanklefs  too  ? 
Nor  give  to  virtue,  virtue's  due  ? 
My  grateful  heart  fhall  ever  fhew 
The  debt  I  need  not  blufh  to  owe. 


A  I  R, 


A     I     R. 

That  I  go  where  I  lift,  that  I  fing  what  I  pleaie, 
That  my  labour's  the  price  of  contentment  and  eafb, 
That  no  care  from  abroad  my  retirement  annoys, 
That  at  home  I  can  tafte  the  true  family  joys, 
That  my  kids  wanton  fafely  o'er  meadows  and  rocks, 
That  my  fheep  graze  fecure  from  the  robber  or  fox  • 
Thefe  are  bleffings  I  fhare  with  the  reft  of  the  fwains, 
For  it's  Thyrfis  who  gave  them,  and  Thyrfis  maintains* 

DA  M  JE,   T    A   S. 

RECITATIVE. 

Perifh  my  voice,  if  e'er  I  blame 
Thy  duty  to  our  guardian's  name ! 
His  active  talents  I  revere^ 
But  eye  them  with  a  jealous  fear. 
Intent  to  form  our  blifs  alone, 
The  generous  youth  forgets  his  own •;;. 

Nor 


Nor  e'er  his  bufy  mind  employs 

To  find  a  partner  of  his  joys. 

So  might  his  happy  offspring  own 

The  virtues  which  their  fire  hath  fhewn, 

A     I     R. 

With  joy  the  parent  loves  to  trace 
Refemblance  in  his  children's  face  : 
And  as  he  forms  their  docil  youth 
To  walk  the  fteady  paths  of  truth, 
Obferves  them  fhooting  into  men, 
And  lives  in  them  life  o'er  again. 

While  adtive  fons,  with  eager  flame, 
Catch  virtue  at  their  father's  name ; 
When  full  of  glory,  full  of  age, 
The  parent  quits  this  bufy  ftage, 
What  in  the  fons  we  moft  admire, 
Calls  to  new  life  the  honoured  fire. 


SYLVIA. 


SYLVIA. 
RECITATIVE. 

O  prudent  Sage  forgive  the  zeal 
Of  thoughtlefs  youth.     With  thee  I  feel, 
The  glories  now  Arcadia  {hares 
May  but  embitter  future  cares. 

Oh  mighty  Pan  I  attend  Arcadia's  voice, 
Infpire,  direcl,  and  fanctify  his  choice, 

A     I     R. 

Se  may  all  thy  fylvan  train, 

Dryad,  nymph,  and  ruftic  faun> 
To  the  pipe  and  merry  ftrain, 

Trip  it  o'er  the  ruflet  lawn! 
May  no  thorn  or  bearded  grafs 
Hurt  their  footfteps  as  they  pafs, 

Whilft 


Whilft  in  gambols  round  and  round 
They  fport  it  o'er  the  fhaven  ground  ! 

Though  thy  Syrinx,  like  a  dream, 

Flying  at  the  face  of  day, 
Vanifh'd  in  the  limpid  ftream, 
Bearing  all  thy  hopes  away, 
If  again  thy  heart  fhould  burn, 
In  careffing, 
Bleft,  and  blefling, 
May'ft  thou  find  a  wiftfd  return. 

CHORUS. 

O  mighty  Pan  !  attend  Arcadia's  voice, 
Infpire,  direct,  and  fanctify  his  choice. 

[A  dance  of  huntfmen  and  huntrefles, 


D  A  M  JE  T  A  S, 


C     *73    J 


D  A  M  M  T  A  S. 

RECITATIVE. 


«   vjs    or>    o  sov  ^ri3  ^iT* 
Peace,  fhepherds,  peace,  with  jocund  air,  / 
Which  /peaks  a  heart  unknown  to  care,     ^r// 
Young  Delia  haftes.     The  glad  furprize 
Of  rapture  flafhing  from  her  eyes. 

.8  L  T  C-L  L!^  Q 

Enter     DELIA. 

.j.,  7  i  i  A  T  i  ^J  3  si 
DELIA. 


A     I     R. 

Shepherds,  fliepherds,  come  awayj 

Sadnefs  were  a  fin  to-day. 

Let  the  pipe's  merry  notes  aid  the  (kill  of  the  voice  ; 

For  our  wifhes  are  crown'd,  and  our  hearts  fliall  rejoice. 

Rejoice,  and  be  glad  5 

For  fure  he  is  mad 

N  n  Who, 


|%  c  274 

Who,  where  mirth  and  good  humour,  and  harmony's 

found, 

Never  catches  the  fmile,  nor  lets  pleafure  go  round* 
Let  the  ftupid  be  grave, 
'Tis  the  vice  of  the  flave  ; 
But  can  never  agree 
With  a  maiden  like  me, 

Who  is  bom  in  a  country  that's  happy  and  freev 
'.•ftvj*  Tsrl  rpml  gnlrO&B: 

DA  M  JB  T  AS. 
.A  I  -J  3  Q 


RECITATIVE. 

.'A  i  J  ;n  CI 

v 

What  means  this  rapture,  Delia  ?  Shew 
Th'  event  our  bofoms  burn  to  know*     r. 

I  Y.n  DELI  A. 

.^brtOji  /ift  /;  • 

Now  as  I  trod  yon  verdant  fide, 
Where  Ladon  rolls  its  filver  tide, 
All  gayly  deck'd  in  gorgeous  (late, 
Sail'd  a  proud  barge  of  richeft  freight  r 

Where 
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Where  fat  a  nymph,  more  frefli  and  fair 
Than  blofibms  which  the  morning  air 
Steals  perfume  from ;  the  modeft  grace 
Of  maiden  blufh  befpread  her  face. 
Hither  it  made,  and  on  this  ftrand 
Pour'd  its  rich  freight  for  fhepherds*  land. 
Ladon,  for  this,  fmooth  flow  thy  tide ! 
The  precious  freight  was  ThyrnY  bride. 

D  A  M  &  T  A  S. 

:i  v  IT  AT  !  3  :i  Ji 

RECITATIVE. 

Stop,  fhepherds,  if  aright  I  hear, 
The  founds  of  joy  proclaim  them  near : 
Lets  meet  them,  friends,  I'll  lead  the  way  ; 
Joy  makes  me  young  again  to-day. 

.•?iii  srfj  si£ffj  GJ  ?*j^rA  "m-uJ  d;j   '>) 
trhuo^  guimcold  ^b^il  •*'.&•:  \j.l^ 

Nn  2  SCENE 
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SCENE     III, 

sojrrg  fiohom  oat  •  r 

view  of  the  fea,  with  a  veflel  at  a  diftancc, 


Here  follows  a  PASTORAL  PROCESSION  to  the 
wedding  of  T  H  Y  R  s  i  s. 

PRIEST. 

,8  MA  CI- 

RECITATIVE. 
^H.yj  T  A(T  I  D  JI  JS 

Mighty  Pan  !  with  tender  care, 
View  this  fwain  and  virgin  fair  ; 
May  they  ever  thus  impartv.nl: 
Juft  return  of  heart  for  heart. 
May  the  pledges  of  their  blifs 
Climb  their  knees  to  fhare  the  kifs. 
May  their  fteady  blooming  youth, 
While  they  tread  the  paths  of  truth, 

Virtues 
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Virtues  catch  from  either  fide, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 

CHORUS. 

May  their  fteady  blooming  youth, 
While  they  tread  the  paths  of  truth, 
Virtues  catch  from  either  fide, 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 


FINIS. 
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